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OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M. B. 


: Oui VER GOLDSMIT H, fon of the Reverend 


Charles Goldſmith, was born at Elphin, in the county 


of Roſcommon in Ireland, in the year 1729. His father 
had four ſons, of whom Oliver was the third. After 


being well inſtructed in the claſſics, at the ſchool of Mr. 
Hughes, he was admitted a ſizer in Trinity- college, 
Dublin, on the 11th of June, 1744. While he reſided 


there, he exhibited no ſpecimens of that genius, which, 


in his maturer years, raiſed his character ſo high. On 
the 27th of February, 1749, O. S. (two years after the 


regular time) he obtained the degree of Bachelor of Arts, 
| Soon after, he turned his thoughts to the profeſſion of 

Phyſic; and, aftef attending ſome courſes of anatomy in 
Dublin, proceeded to Edinburgh, in the year 1751, 


2 where he ſtudied the ſeveral branches of medicine under 


the different profeſſors in that univerſity, His beneficent 


* is theſe Memoirs, which were publiſhed in London, ſoon 


after the death of Dr. Goldſmith, were ſeveral miſtakes, with 


reſpe& to our author's age, the time of his admiſſion into the 
college of Dublin, &c. which are here corre ted from een | 


| information, 
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Ui THE LIFE OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH? 


diſpoſition ſoon involved him in unexpected difficulties ; | 


and he was obliged precipitately to leave Scotland, in 


_ conſequence of having engaged himſelf to pay a conſi- 
derable ſum of money for a fellow-ſtudent, 
A rew days after, about the beginning of the year | 
1754, he arrived at Sunderland, near Newcaſtle, where 
he was arreſted at the ſuit of one Barclay, a taylor in 
Edinburgh, to whe he had given ſecurity for his friend, 
By the friendſhip of Mr. Laughlin Maclane and Dr. 
Sleigh, who were then in the college, he was ſoon deli» _ 
vered out of the hands of the bailiff, and took his paſſage 
on board a Dutch ſhip to Rotterdam, where, after a 
mort ſtay, he proceeded to Bruſſels, He then viſited 
great part of Flanders; and after paſſing ſome time at 
Straſburgh and Louvain, where he obtained a degree of 
Bachelor in phyſic, be ee an Engliſh * 
man to Geneva. ; - 
Ir is undoubtedly fact, that this ingenious unfortu- 
nate man made moſt part of his tour on foot. He had 


left England with very little money; and, being of a phi- 


loſophical turn, and at that time poſſeſſing a body capable 
of ſuſtaining every fatigue, and a heart not eaſily terrified 

by danger, he became an enthuſiaſt to the defign he had 
formed of ſeeing the manners of different countries. He 


had ſome knowledge of the French language, and of 


* « Countries wear different appearances to travellers of dif- 
ferent circumſtances, A man who is whirled through Europe in 
a poſt-chaiſe, and the pilgrim who walks the grand tour on foot, 


will form very different concluſions. Haud inexpertus leguor.“ 


Goldimith's Pre/ent State of Learning in Europe, 1759. 
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THE LIFE OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH, | 


muſic; he played tolerably well on the German flute; 

' which, from an amuſement, became at ſome times the 
means of ſubſiſtence. His learning produced him an hoſ- 
pitable reception at moſt of the religious houſes that he 
viſited ; and his muſic made him welcome to the pea- 
ſants of Flanders and Germany. 
proached a peaſant's houſe towards night-fall,” he uſed 
to ſay, © I played one of my moſt merry tunes, and that 
generally procured me not only a lodging, but ſubſiſt⸗ 
ence for the next day: but in truth? (his conſtant expreſ- 
ſion) „J muſt own, whenever J attempted to entertain 
perſons of a higher rank, they always thought my per- 
formance odious, and never made me any return n for my 


endeavours to pleaſe them.” 


O his arrival at Geneva, he was | recommended 5 as a 
proper perſon for a travelling tutor to a young man, Who 


had been unexpectedly left a conſiderable ſum of money 
by his uncle Mr. 8 48. 


to govern himſelf; 


B 2 


Whenever I ap- 


This youth, who was 
articled to an attorney, on receipt of his fortune, deter- 
mined to ſee the world; and, on his engaging with his 

preceptor, made a proviſo, that he ſhould be permitted 

and our traveller ſoon found his pu- 
pil underflood the art of direQing in money concerns ex- 
tremely well, as avarice was his prevailing paſſion. 
During Goldſmith's continuance in Switzerland, he 
aſſiduouſly cultivated his poetical talent, of which he 
had given ſome ſtriking proofs at the college of Edin- 
burgh. It was from hence he ſent the firſt ſketch of his 
delightful epiſtle, called the Traveller, to his brother ; 
Henr Y, 4 x clergyman | in Ireland. 
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"Pack "Grains Mr. Goldſmith and his pupil proceed- 


ed to the ſouth of F rance, where the young man, upon 
| ſome diſagreement with his preceptor, paid him the 
ſmall part of his ſalary which was due, and embarked at 
Marſeilles for England. Our wanderer was left once 
more upon-the world at large, and paſſed through a num- 
ber of difficulties in traverſing the greateſt part of France. 
At length his curioſity being gratified, he bent his 
courſe towards England, and. arrived at OY the be- 
- ginning of the winter, in the year 1758. 
llis finances were ſo low on his return to England, | 
that he with difficulty got to the metropolis, his whole 
ſtock of caſh amounting to no more than a few halfpence! 
An entire ranger in London, his mind was filled with 
the moſt gloomy reflections in conſequence of his embar- 
raſſed ſituation. He applied to ſeveral apothecaries in 
hopes of being received in the capacity of a journeyman, 
put his broad Iriſh accent, and the uncouthneſs of his 


appearance, occaſioned him to meet with inſult from moſt 


of the medicinal tribe. The next day, however, a 
chymiſt near Fiſh-{treet, ſtruck with his forlorn. conditi- 


on, and the ſimplicity of his manner, took him into his 


laboratory, where he continued till he diſcovered that 
bis old friend Dr. Sleigh was in London. That gentle- 
man received him with the warmeſt affection, and libe- 
rally invited bim to ſhare his purſe till ſome eſtabliſh· 
ment could be procured for him. Goldſmith, unwilling 


to be a burden to his friend, a ſhort time after eagerly 


embraced an offer which was made him to aſſiſt the late 

Rev. Dr. Milner, in inſtructing the young gentlemen at 

dhe Academy at Peckham; and acquitted himſelf greatly 
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ſeveral ingenidus pieces. 
at that time gave great encouragement to men of literary | 
abilities, became a kind of pation to our young author, 
and introduced him as one of the writers in the Public 


THE LIFE PF OLIVER GOLDSMITH, * 


to the Doctor's ſatisfadtion for a ſhort time ; but, bav- 
ing obtained ſome reputation by the criticiſms he had 


written in the Monthly Review, Mr. Griffith, the prin- 
cipal proprietor, engaged him in the compilation of it; 
and, reſolving to purſue the profeſſion of writing, he 
returned to London, as the mart where abilities of every 
kind were ſure of meeting diſtinction and reward. Here 
he determined to adopt a plan of the ſtricteſt economy, 
and, at the cloſe of the year 1759, took lodgings in 
Green-Arbour-court in the Old Bailey, where he wrote 
The late Mr. Newbery, who, 


Ledger, in which his Citizen of the World originally ap- 
peared, under the title of Chineſe Letters.“ 

| FoxTunz now ſeemed to take ſome notice of a man' 
ſhe had long neglected. The ſimplicity of his character, 


the integrity of his heart, and the merit of his produèti- 
ons, made his company very acceptable to a number of 
reſpectable perſons ;- and, about the middle of the year 


* During this time, (according to another account) he wrote f 
for the Britiſh Magazine; of which Dr. Smollet was then Edi- 


tor, moſt of thoſe Eſſays and Tales, which he aiterwards col- 


lected and publiſhed in a ſeparate volume. He alſo wrote oc- 
caſionally, for the Critical Review; and it was the merit which 
he diſcovered in criticiſing a deipicable tranſlation of Ovid's 


Faſti by a pedantic ſchool- maſter, and his Enquiry into the” 


preſeni ſlate of learning in Europe, which firſt introduced him to 


the acquaintance of Dr. Smollet, who recommended him to ſe- 


veral literati, and to moſt of the bookſcliers by whom he was af - 


terwards patronized. 
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7. THE LIFE OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 


1762, he N from his 1 mean apartments near the 
Old Bailey to the politer air of the Temple, where he 
took hand ſome chambers, and lived in a genteel ſtyle, 
The publication of his Traveller, his Vicar of Wakefield, 


and his Iliſtory of England, was followed by the perform- 


ance of his comedy of the Good-natured Man at Covent 
Garden theatre, and placed him 1 in the 255 rank of the | 
| Poets of the preſent age. 
Ovux Doctor, as he was now univerſally called, had 
a conſtant levee of his diſtreſt countrymen, whoſe wants, 
as far as he was able, he always relieved; and he has 


been often known to leave hiniſelf even without a 


' Luinea, in order to ſupply the neceſſities of others. 
AnoTautr feature in his character we cannot help 
laying before the reader. Previous to the publication of 


his Deſerted Village, the bookſeller had given him a note 


for one hundred guineas for the copy, which the Doctor 
mentioned, a few hours after, to one of his friends, who 


obſerved it was a very great ſum for ſo ſhort a perform- 


ance. In truth, replied Goldſmith, * I think ſo too, 


it is much more than the honeſt man can afford, or the 


piece is worth; I have not been eaſy fince I received 
wit; J will therefere go back and return him his note: 
which he actually did, and left it entirely to the book- 


ſeller to pay him according to the profits produced by the 


ſale of the poem, which turned out very conſiderable. Z 


DvuriNG the laft rehearfal of his comedy, intitled, 


| She Stoops to Cinguer, which Mr. Coleman thought would 
not ſucceed, on the DuQor's objeQing to the repetition 
of one of Tony Lumpkin's ſpeeches, being apprehenſive 
it might injure the play, the Manager, with great keeneſs 
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THE LIFE. or OLIVER GOLDSMITH. vit 


replied, « Pſha, my dear Doctor, do not be fearful of 


ſquibs, when we have been fitting almoſt theſe two hours 


upon a barrel of gunpowder.) The piece, however, con- 


| trary to Mr. Coleman's expectation, was received with 


uncommon applauſe by the audience; and Goldſmith's 


pride was ſo hurt by the ſeverity of the above obſervati- 


on, that it entirely put an end to his ener for the 
gentleman who made it. 


NoTwi1THSTAN DING the great ſucceſs af his pieces, 


by ſome of which, it is aſſerted, upon good authority, he 


cleared 1800l. in one year, his circumſtances were by no 
means in a proſperous ſituation! partly owing to the li- 
berality of his diſpoſition, and partly to an unfortunate 


habit he had contracted of gaming, with thearts of which 


he was very little acquainted, and conſequently became 
the prey of thoſe who were e — to take | 


advantage of his ignorance. 


| Jusr before his death he had formed a defign for ex- 
ecuting an univerſal dictionary of arts and ſciences, tbe 
proſpectus of which he actually printed and diſtributed 
among his acquaintance. In this work ſeveral of his lite- 


rary friends (particularly Sir Joſhua Reynolds, Dr. John- 


fon, Mr. Beauclerc, and Mr. Garrick) had promiſed to 
aſſiſt, and to furniſh him with articles upon different ſub- 


jets. He had entertained the moſt ſanguine expectations 


from the ſucceſs of it. The undertaking, however, did 
not meet with that encouragement from the bookſellers. 
which he had imagined it would undoubtedly receive; 


and he uſed to lament this circumſtance almoſt to the laſt 
hour of his exiſtence. 


P Ae ore rr oe en 
7 


. 
4 
N 
; 
2 
bel 
5 
* 
8 
8 
| 
s 
& 5 
11 
wy 
ys 
* 
2, $ 


7 4 A 


42 2 bt * — v8 KV) 
- AAR rene "9p 
—— — 


— a ͤ—ä 


2 —_—_ * 
2 


6 nn 


— : 
— TR CFF — hp eg" 


— — 


— r 


8 


vii THE LIFE OF OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


. A —— TT 


— — 


" > a 


— . _— 


—— — 


He had been for ſome years afflicted, at different 
times, with a violent ſtrangury, which contributed not a 


little to imbitter the latter part of his life ; and which, 
united with the vexations he ſuffered upon other occaſi- 
ons, brought on a kind of habitual deſpondency. In this 
unhappy condition he was attacked by a nervous fever, 
Which being improperly treated, terminated in his diſſo- 
| Jution on the 4th day of April, 1774, in the forty-fifth 


year of his age. His friends, who were very numerous 


and reſpectable, had determined to bury him in Weſtmin- 
ſter- abbey, where a tablet was to have been erected to 
his memory. His pall was to have been ſupported by 

Lord Shelburne, Lord Louth, Sir Joſhua Reynolds, the 
Hon. Mr. Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, and Mr. Gar- 
rick; but from ſome unaccountable circumſtances this 


deſign was dropped, and his remains were privately de- 


W in the Temple burial-ground. * 
As to his charaQer, it is Rcongly Nufrated by Mr. 


Pope's line, 
Ila wit a man, ſimplicity a child. 


Tur learned leiſure he loved to enjoy was too often 


interrupted by diſtreſſes which aroſe from the openneſs 
of his temper, and which ſometimes threw him into loud 
\ fits of paſſion ; but this impetuoſity was corrected upon 
a moment's reflection, and his ſervants have been known, 


upon theſe occaſions, purpoſely to throw themſelves in 


his way, chat they might profit by it immediately: after; 


WY fubſeriprlon; however, has fince been raiſed by bit 


friends, to defray the expence of a marble monument which is 
now Executed by Mr, Nollikens, an eminent Statuary in 


Iota 4 25 * 
3 
1 
25 1 5 3 
3 1 e bY 4 — 32 ym : 7 
. 2 D 2 ö 4.3, ? 4 Lee 2 £ . 
4 | Y Ks 5 
s | 
1 
< 


FE 


* x P * 4 
Moo 


3. #2; L dS RI 
— eee 2 


g 
* 
5 
- 445 
, 
04S 
BE. 


<P 
. 
** 
2 
2 
FC 
obs*. 
2 
* * 
{FF 
i 
7 NE) 
* 
3 
* 
2 
9 
* 
* 
. 
. * 
© 
* 
TI 
Wy 
. 
oo 
> 
3 
* 
2 
3 
N 
os 
. 
7 N 
r 
23 
9 « 
* " 
„ 
* 
LOT 


E 


= — Ao 


THE LIFE ar OLIVER GOLDSMITH, ix 


for he who had the good fortune to be reproved was s cer- 
tain of being rewarded for it. His diſappointments at 


other times, made him peeviſh and ſullen, and he has | 


often left a party of convivial friends ab! ruptly in the 


evening, in order to go home, and brood over his misfor- 


tunes. | | | . 

Tu E univerſal eſteem in which his poems are held, 
and the repeated pleaſure they give in the peruſal, are 
ſtriking proofs of their merit. He was a ſtudious and 


correct obſerver of nature, happy in the ſelection of his 


images, in the choice of his ſubjeQs, and in the harmo- 
ny of his verſification; and, though his embarraſſed ſitu- 
ation prevented him from putting the laſt hand to many 


of his * his Hermit, his Traveller, and his 


Ladies,” and is ſhortly to be placed in Wenn ieh e - 
with the following e written . Doctor Samuel! 
e | 


OLIVARIL GOLDSMITH, | 
POET A, PHYSICI, HISTORICT, 
. NULLUM FERE SCRIBENDI GENUS 
NON TETIGHT, 
NULLUM QUOD TETIGIT NON ORNAVIT : 
SIVE RISUS ESSENT MOVENDI, 
| SVE LACRIME, | 
AFFECTUUM POTENS AT LENIS DOMINATOR : 
 INGENIO SUBLIMIS, VIVIDUS, VERSATILIS, 
ORATIONE GRANDIS, NITIDUS, VENYSTUS : - 
HOC MONUMENTO MEMORIAM COLUIT | 
| SODALIUM AMOR, 
AMICORUM FIDES, 
| LECTORUM VENERATIO, | 
ELFINIZ® IN HIBERNIA NATUS MDCCXXIX; 
' BBLANZE LITERIS INSTITUTUS : 
LON DIN OBUIT MDCCLXXIV. 


* 


XR wor v's EPBTAPE. 


Deſerted Village, bid fair to chim a place among the 


moſt finiſhed pieces in the Engliſh language. 

As different accounts have been given of this ingeni- 
ous man, the writer of theſe anecdotes cannot conclude 
without declaring, that they are all founded upon facts, 


and collected by one who lived with him upon the moſt 
friendly footing for a great number of years, and who 
never felt any ſorrow more ſenſibly than that which was 


occaſioned IF his death. 


ON THE 


| or 
DR. 6. DE D 5 M 1 H. 
955 By „ 


. Ad DIEU, ſweet bed! to each fine feeling true, 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few; _ 
Taoſe form'd to charm &en vicious minds, and theſe 
With harmleſs mirth the focial ſoul to pleaſe. 
Another's woe thy heart could always melt; 
None gave more free, — for none more deeply felt. 
Sweet bard, adieu! thy own harmonious lays 
Have ſculptur'd out thy monument of praiſe : 
Yes,—theſe ſurvive to time's remoteſt day ; 
While drops the buſt, and boaſtful tombs decay. 
Reader, if number d in the muſes train, 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his ſtrain; 
But, if no poet thou, reverſe the plan, 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man. 


r eto ag 7 r 
ö f Eto — £ I a 8. 6 * , 4 . 1 5 1 - N 
i . n 55 | ö 
0 7 I a | e 


BY 


« 


O LDS MIT 


« ko 2 * Th 298 5 = « 5 4 ; * Fol | 
* — Ne e ee 7 2 8 W — * * N „ ** HS e ee 
« n * »* ry 7 , 4 2 W 52 * 0 | 
2 * W - 4 CATE wth g 5 e FC 
1 4 1 = a . : x &; A a : ; : ; 
. . 0 | 
> 1 N = 
. 
2 
. 
* 
. 
{| 
. 
x 
7 — 
* 
\ 
— 


«> n 2 * * 
SIONS Fa 2 —. bs 3 
1 
oy, — — eB gt a 
þ * 28. — 7 nx pet 
ns TO! 2 5 * 


>; 5 8 * : 9 5 > 27 po x 25 75 * * a ry 8 2 Os 9 a 
e ho nd I RIP 


S Ca EN 
e TI F 
hn CC „ 


% %½tͥ » T. ᷣͤ go ye 
N 5 e e IN 


* 
oo 


BESS ids 


1 


And all my hoard of honour is no more; 
For ah! too partial to my life's decline, 


A 


r K 6 1 0 6 9 . 
WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY 
THE POET LABERIU SS, 
A Roman Knight whom CæsAx forced upon the Wt 
PRESERVED BY MACROBIUS. * 


WI AT | no way left to Gai the inglorious ſage, 
And fave from infamy my ſinking age. 

Scarce half-alive, oppreſs'd with many a year, 

What in the name of dotage drives me here? 


A time there was, when glory was my guide, To 


Nor force nor fraud could turn my ſteps aſide ; 
Unaw'd by pow'r, and unappal'd by fear, 
With honeſt thrift I held my honour dear; 
But this vile hour diſperſes all my ſtore, 


Czfar perſuades, ſubmiſſion muſt be mine; 
Him I obey, whom Heav'n itſelf obeys, 
| Hopeleſs of pleaſing, yet inclined to pleaſe. 
Here then at once I welcome ev'ry ſhame, 
And cancel at three-ſcore a life of fame; 


This tranſlation was firſt printed in one of our = 
eulieſt works, The preſent fate of nn, in _ 12100. 


1759. 
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4 rut DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION, 
No more my titles ſhall my children tell, 

The old buffoon will fit my name as well; 

This day beyond its term my fate extends, 
For life is ended when our honour ends. 


THE 
DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 
L TALE 


8 ECLUDED from domeſtic ſtrife, 
Jack Book-worm led a college life; 
A fellowſhip at twenty-five 

Made him the happieſt man alive; 
He drank his glaſs and crack'd his joke, 

And freſhmen wonder d as he ſpoke. 
Such pleaſures unallay'd with care, 
Could any accident impair? : 
Could Cupid's ſhaft at length transfix, 
Our ſwain arriv'd at thirty-ſix 2? 

O had the archer ne'er come down 

1 To ravage in a country town! 

Or Flavia been content to ſtop 

At triumphs in a Fleet-ſtreet ſhop, 

O had her eyes forgot to blaze! 

Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze. 


5 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSPORMATION, 3 


0 But let exclamation ceaſe, 
ZHer preſence baniſh'd all his peace. 
So with decorum all things carry'd ; 
ils frown'd, ard bluſh'd, and then was==married. 20 
Need we expoſe to vulgar ſight, 
he raptures of the bridal night? 
ecd we intrude on hallow'd ground, 
Or draw the curtains clos'd around? | 
L. Let it ſuffice, that each had charms z 3 25 
He claſp'd a Goddeſs in his arms; | 
And, though ſhe felt his uſage rough, 
ver in a man twas well enough. 
The honey - moon like lightning fle w, f 
Luhe ſecond brought in tranſports too. 30 
As third, a fourth, were not amiſs, ; | 
The fifth was friendſhip mixed with bliſs : = 43 
But, when a twelvemonth paſs' away, | 
Jack found his Goddeſs made of clay; 
Found half the charms that decked her face, 35 
Aroſe from powder, ſhreds, or lace; 19 = 
But ſtill the worſt remain'd behind, 
2 ? That very face had robbed her mind. 
8 Skilbd in no other arts was ſhe, 
3 But dreſſing, patching, repartee; 40 
*7 And, juſt as humour roſe or feel, 
By turns a ſlattern or a belle: 
AF Tis true ſhe dreſſed with nicdern grace, 
Y Half naked at a ball or race; Co 
But when at home, at board or bed, 45 
| Five greaſy night-caps wrap'd her head. 
Could ſo much beauty condeſcend 
To be a dull domeftic friend ? 
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6 ru DOUBLE TRANSPORMATION, 


Could any curtain lectures bring 
To decency ſo fine a thing? 

In ſhort, by night, twas fits or fretting ; 
By day, *twas gadding or coquetting. . 
Fond to be ſeen, ſhe kept a bevy, 

Of powder'd coxcombs at her levy; 

The *ſquire and captain took their flations, 
And twenty other near relations; 

Jack ſuck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A ſigh in ſuffocating ſmoke ; 

While all their hours were paſs'd between 

Inſulting repartee or ſpleen. 

Thus as her faults each day were bags; 
He thinks her features coarſer grown; 

He fancies ev'ry vice ſhe ſhews 

Or thins her lip, or points her noſe : ; 

Whenever rage or envy riſe, 

How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes! 
He. knows not how, but ſo it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phyz ; 

And, tho? her fops are wondrous civil, 

He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd nooze, 

As each a different way purſues, 

While ſullen or loquacious ſtrife 

+» Promis'd to hold them on for life, 

That dire diſeaſe, whoſe ruthleſs power, 
Withers the beauty's tranſient flower: 

Lo! the ſmall-pox, whoſe horrid glare 
Levell'd its terrors at the fair; 

And, rifling ey'ry youthful grace, 

Left but the remnant of a face, 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSP ORM ATION. 


The glaſs, grown hateful to her ſi cht, 


| Refleted now a perfect fright ; 
Fach former art ſhe vainly tries 
* To bring back luſtre to her eyes. 


In vain the tries her paſte and creams, 
To ſmooth her ſkin, or hide its ſeams ; 
Her country beaux and city couſins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens : 
The ſquire himſelf was ſeen to yield, 
And ey'n the captain quit the field. 
Poor Madam now condemn'd to hack 
The reſt of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted pleaſing him alone. 

Jack ſoon was dazzled to behold 

Her preſent face ſurpaſs the old ; 

With modeſty her cheeks are dy d, 
Humility diſplaces pride; 

For taudry finery is ſeen 

A perſon ever neatly clean: 

No more preſuming on her ſway 

She learns good nature ev'ry day; 


Serenely gay, and ſtrict in duty, 


Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 


85 


9s 


100 


* 


1 


* SIMIL . 
MANNER OF SWIFT, 


& ONG had I fouzht in vain to find 

A likeneſs for the ſcribbling kind; 

The modern ſeribbling kind, who write, 
In wit, and ſenſe, and nature's fpite : 
Till reading, I forget what day on, 

A chapter out of Took's Pantheon, 

J think I met with fomething there, 

To ſuit my purpoſe to a hair; 

But let us not proceed too furious, 

Firſt pleaſe to turn to God Mercurius; 
Vou'll find him piQur'd at full length 

In book the ſecond, page the tenth: 
Tbe ſtreſs of all my proofs on him 1 lays 
: And now proceed we to our Simile, 
__ Imprimts, pray obſerve his hat, 
Wings upon either ſide mark that. 

Well! what is it from thence we gather ? 

Why theſe denote a brain of feather. 

A brain of feather ! very right, 

With wit that's flighty, learning light; ; 

Such as to modern bard's decreed, 

A juſt compariſon, ——proceed. 


A NEW SIMILE, 


In the next place, his feet peruſe, 


1 Wings grow again from both his ſhoes ; 
Dieſign'd no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godſhip through the air; 


And here my ſimile unites, 

For in a modern poet's flights, 
m ſure it may be juſtly ſaid, 

1 His feet are uſeful as his head. 

” Laftly, vouchfafe Yobſerve his hand, 
Filrd with a ſnake-incircled wand; 


4 By claſſic authors, term of cada | 
L And highly fam'd for ſeveral uſes, 
To wit—moſt wondrouſly endu'd, 
# No poppy water half ſo good; 

2 For let folks only get a touch, 

4 Its ſoporific virtue's ſuch, 

1 if Tho' ne'er ſo much awake before, 


That quickly they begin to ſnore, 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives mens ſouls to hell. 
| Now to apply, begin we then; 
His wand's a modern author's pen 
The ſerpents round about it twin'd, 
Denote him of the reptile kind ; | 


Denote the rage with which he writes, 


His frothy flaver, venom'd bites ; 
An equal ſemblance till to keep, 
Alike too, both conduce to ſleep. | 
This diff rence only, as the God 

Drove ſouls to Tart'rus with his rod, 
With his gooſequill the ſcribbling elf 
nſtead of others, damns himſelf. 
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3 \ HERE the Red Lion flaring « o'er r the way, 
Invites each paſſing ſtranger that can pay; 
Where Calvert's butt, and Parſon's black chawpaign, , 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 

I ̃ bere in a lonely room, from bailiffs ſnug ; 


£ fl 7 And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew; 
Pp)he ſeaſons, fram'd with liſting, found a place, 


Yet grant a word by way of poſtſcript. 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing: 


Well! what of that ? out with it—ftealing ; 
In which all modern bards agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he: 6o 

hut ev'n this deity's exiſtence; 
Shall lend my ſimile aſſiſtance. 


4 Dx FOTO 7 an AUTHOR'S BED-CHAMBER, 


A window patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 


The fanded floor that grits beneath the tread, 


The morn was cold, he views with keen deſire 


With beer and milk arrears, the frieze was ſcor d, 


10 AN AUTHORS BED-CH AMBER, 


And here my ſimile almoſt tript, N 55 


Our modern bards! why what a pox 
Are they but ſenſeleſs ſtones and blocks? 


YO — —— 


The Muſe found Scroggen ſtretch'd beneath a 1 4 
That dimly ſhew'd the ſtate in which he lay; 


The humid wall with paltry pictures ſpread: 
The royal game of gooſe was there in view, 


And brave prince William ſhew'd his lamp-black face; 


The ruſty grate unconſcious of a fire: 


And five crack'd tea cups dreſs'd the chimney board: 
A night cap deck'd his brows inſtead of bay; 
A cap by night——a ſtocking all the day ! 


e.! 


THE FOLLOWING EY 


ADDRESSED TO THE 


* PRINTER OF THE ST. JAMES'S CHRONICLE, 
Appeared TY that Paper, in Jon x, 1767. 
81 R. 


| As there is nothing T diſlike fo much as news-paper 
| controverſy, particularly upon trifles, permit me to be 
as conciſe as poſſible in informing a correſpondent of * 
yours, that I recommended Blainville's Travels, becauſe . 
l thought the book was a good one; and I think fo ſtill. 
I ſaid, I was told by the bookſeller that it was then fuſt 
2X publiſhed; but in that, it ſeems, I was miſinformed, and 
my reading was not extenſive enough to ſet me right, 
Another correſpondent of yours accuſes me of having 
taken a ballad, I publiſhed ſome time ago, from one“ by 
the ingenious Mr. Percy. I do not think there is any 
great-reſemblance between the two pieces in queſtion.— 
If there be any, his ba lad is taken from mine. I read it 
to Mr, Percy, ſome years ago; and he (as we both con- 
ſidered theſe things as ww at beſt) told me, with his 


* The Friar of Orders Gray,——Relig. if Anc Putry, . 
I. p. 243 · 


12 LETTER KpSyEGTING Tar HERMIT, 


uſual good humour, the next time I ſaw him, that he q 
had taken my plan to form the fragments of Shakeſpeare 
into a ballad of his own. He then read me his little 
Cento, if I may ſo call it, and I highly approved it.— 
Such petty anecdotes as theſe are ſcarce worth printing: 
and, were it not for the buſy diſpoſition of ſome of your 4 


he owes me the hint of his ballad, or that I am obliged : 
to his friendſhip and learning for communications of a | 
much more important nature. 3 


1 am, Sin, 


| Yours, &c. 


: ., 3 : ; Ws Er 
: Y | - Ie 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 


5 
bl \ : 


A BALLAD. 


And guide my lonely way, 

To where yon taper cheers the vale, 
With hoſpitable ray. 
For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
With fainting ſteps and flow; 
„ Where wilds immeaſurably n 
„ Seem length ning as I go.“ 


« Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, 
Too tempt the dang'rous gloom ; 
For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 
«© To lure thee to thy doom, 
Here to the houſeleſs child of want, 
My door is open ſtill; 


And tho my portion is but ſcant, 
= «cl give it with good will. 


* Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
| © Whatcer my cell beſtows ; 
_. My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
' 8 © My bleſſing and repoſe. 


Toi RN, gentle Hermit of the 288 | 
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„ Tat HERMIT, 


12 No flocks that range the PO free, 
« To ſlaughter I condemn : 

18 Taught by that power that pities me, 
« ] learn to pity . 


" But from the mountain's graſſy fide 
A puilileſs feaſt 1 bring; ; 

„„A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
* And water, from the gs 


bn Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; * 
« All earth-born cares are wrong: 

% Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.“ 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
is gentle accents fell; 
The modeſt ſtranger we bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 

The lonely manfion lay; | 

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray. 


| No ſtores beneath 3 its humble thatch 
Requir'd a maſter's care; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch, 
| Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, 
The Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
And cheer'd his Rory. gueſt; 


THE HERMIT, 


7 And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 


And gayly preſt, and ſmil'd ; 
And, ſkill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 
Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 
The crackling fagot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart _ 
To ſooth the ftranger's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


7 7 His riſing cares the Hermit ſpy'd, 
With anſwering care oppreſt: 


„And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry d, 


"08 The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


6« F rom better habitations ſpurn'd : 
Reluctant doſt thou rove : 


Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 


Or unregarded love? 


* Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
Are trifling and decay; 


And thoſe who prize the paltry chings, 


More trifling ſtill than they. 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 


* A charm that Julls to ſleep; 


A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 
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| T H E HERMI 7. 
And love is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
The modern fair one's jeſt : 

* On earth unſeen, or only found N 
we To warm the turtle's neſt. 3 7. Oo 


1 « For ſhame, fond youth, thy 8 buſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex,” he ſaid: 
But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh, _— 
His lovelorn gueſt betray'd. _ . = 


- 
- 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
_ Swift mantling to the view; 
Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 


e 
* — * * 2 * "a3 7 * * * s 
| 9 


32 As bright, as tranſient too. 
| The baſhſul look, the riſing breaſt, 
I - Alternate ſpread alarms : ; : 
Ihe lovely flranger ſtands confeſt 
4 A maid in all her charms. ; 
; 4 x 188 And, ah, forges a Granger rude, 
—_— A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry'd; 
8 £ Y 40 Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 


** Where heav'n and you reſide. 


© Burt let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
- « Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 
= * Whoſceks for reſt, but finds deſpair 


6 Companion of her way. 


96 My farher liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
« A wealthy lord was he; 


« And all his wealth Was mark'd as mine, 


He had but only me. 


. 


And felt, or feign'd a flame. 


« Eack hour a mercena1y croud, 


By Could nought of purity diſplay, 


THE HERMIT. N 17 

&« To win me from his tender arms, 105 
Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 

« Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 


a tre 


« With richeſt proffers ſtrove : 110 
is Among the reſt young Edwin bow 4, | 
hut never talk'd of love. | 


6 Is humbleſt ſimpleſt habit clad, 
« No wealth or pow'r had he; 

« Wiſdom and worth were all he had, WE 5 
« But theſe were all to me. : 


« The 3 opening to the . | 
The dews of heav'n refin'd, 


« To emulate his mind. 8 120 


0 The dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
« With charms inconſtant ſhine ; ; 
7 Their charms were his, but wo to me, 
„Their conſtancy was mine. 


“For ill 1 try'd each kckle art, 3 > ray 
_ *« Importunate and van; 1 
Le * And while his paſſion touch'd my Peart, 

—ô1ł triumph ' d in his pain. 


" Til quite dejected with my ſcorn, | 
Ae left me to my pride; 1 | 1 30 
And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he dy d. 
5 | C2 


"Rs. 
as WEEN 
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18 THE HERMTT. 
« But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ſhall pay; 
I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And ſtretch me where he lay. 


« And there, forlorn deſpairing hid, 
I'll lay me down and die! 

% was ſo for me that Edwin did, 

| M And ſo for him will J.“ 


« Forbid it, Heav'n!” the Hermit cry 5d, 


And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 


The wond'ring fair one turn'd to Ae 


T was Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


ii Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to ſee 

* Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
m Reltor'd to love and thee, | 


ce Thus let me hold thee to my hear t. 
And ev'ry care reſign: 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
"0 My life m/ all that's mine. 


. « No, never, from this hour to part, 
We'll live and love ſo true, 


« The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 


Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 
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ON THE 


DEATH oF K MAD 


7 8. 00 D people, all of ev "ry ſort, 


Give ear unto my ſong; 


And if you find it wondrous ſhort, 


It cannot hold you long. 


In Iſling-ton there was a man, 


Of whom the world might ſay, 


That ſtill a godly race he ran, 


 Whene'er be went to Pray. 


| A kind and gentle beart he had, 


To comfort friends and foes ; - 
The naked ev'ry day he clad, 
W en be put on his cloaths. 


And in that town a . dog was found, 
As many dogs there be, 

Both mungrel, puppy, whelp and hound, 
And curs of low degree. 


This dog and man at firſt were friends; 3 


But when a pique began, 
The dog, to gain his private ends, 
Went mad and bit the man. 
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20 9 STANZA. on WOMAN. 


' Around from all the neighb' ring fireets, 
Tube wond'ring neighbours ran, 
And ſwore the dog had loſt his wits, 
To bite ſo good a man. 


The wound it ſeem'd both ſore and ſad, 
To ev ry chriftian eye; 

And while they ſwore the dog- was mad, 
They ſwore the man would die. | 


But ſoon a wonder came to light, 
That ſhew'd the rogues they ly'd, 
The man recover'd of the bite, 
The dog it was that dy'd. 


J 8 
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Wi EN was woman 1 to Gl. 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can ſooth her melancholy, 

What art can waſh her guilt away? 


The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ſhame from ev'ry eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his boſom—is to die. 
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TO THE 


De AR Sik, 


I AM ſenſible that the friendſhip between us can ac- 


quire no new force from the ceremonies of a Dedication 3 
and perhaps it demands an excuſe thus to prefix your 
naine to my attempts, which you decline giving with 


your own, But as a part of this Poem was formerly 


written to you from Switzerland, the whole can now, 
with propriety, be only infcribed to you. It will alſo 


throw a light upon many parts of it, when the reader 


underſtands, that it is addreſſed to a man, who deſpiſing 


Fame and Fortune has retired early to Happineſs and 
Obſcurity, with an income of forty pounds a year. 
I now perceive, my dear brother, the wiſdom of your 

humble choice. You have entered upon a ſacred office, 
where the harveſt is great, and the labourers are but 
| thergy- 
the labourers are many, and the harveſt not worth carry= 


few; while you have left the field of Ambition 


ing away. But of all kinds of ambition, what from 


the refinement of the times, from different ſyſtems of 


criticiſm, and from the diviſions of party, that which 
purſues poetical fame is the wildeſt, 


Pot Try makes a principal amuſement among un- 
poliſhed nations; but in a country verging to the ex- 
tremes of refinement, Painting and Muſic come in for a 


ſhare. As theſe offer the feeble mind a leſs laborious 


entertainment, they at firſt rival Poetry, and at length 


ee Lo < 7 3 , 
r I OA STD LEY ALS 4 
RG $097 FCC 
a . : ONE» rb 


CORES 


R 
. 5 9 


7 W's 2 5 1 2 

9 5 : 2 4 £5 

. : - \ 4 Far 8 ZN? 

| 1 3 * 1 23 ＋ 9 4 ek 

5 4 5 233 1 2 . 35 
Ce oo it ES ET TE RT CRE 
7 5, 3 * * 

8 . e 73 N Nee 
DD . 0 . 


a T7 5 
* 3 . 2 55 . > N 
N Pe.” 0 Nee 2 8 43 5 1 
CE ELIAS EE, 1 Ss 
ARG Ove 23 . LES J 
> od ES, SA 4 , ELIE 7, en et THI 


: PI rx ob 
WWW 
EI rs a e 
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ſupplant her ; they engroſs all that ſavour once ſhewn | 


to her, and though but younger liſters, ſeize upon the 


elder's birth- right. 

Ver, however this art may be neglected by the pow- 
erful, i it is ſill in greater danger from the miſtaken efforts 
of the learned to improve it. What criticiſms have we 
not heard of late in fayour of blank verſe, and Pindaric 
odes, choruſſes, anapeſts and iambics, alliterative care 
and happy negligence! Every abſurdity has now a 
champion to defend it, and as he is generally much in 


the wrong, ſo he has always much to ſay; for error is 


ever talkative. 
Bur there is an enemy to this art ſtil] more dangerous, 


1 mean Party. Party entirely diſtorts the judgment, and 


deftroys the taſte. When the mind is once infected with 
this diſeaſe, it can only find pleaſure in what contributes 
to increaſe the diſtemper. Like the tyger that ſeldom 
deſiſts from purſuing man after having once preyed upon 
human fleſh, the reader who has once gratified his ap- 
petite with calumny, makes ever after, the moſt agree- 


able feaſt upon murdered reputation. Such readers ge- 
nerally adinire ſome half-witted thing, who wants to be 


thought a bold man, having loſt the character of a wiſe 
one. Him they dignify with the name of poet ; his 
tawdry lampoons are called fatires, his turbulence is faid 


to be force, and his phrenzy fire. 


Wu Ar reception a poem may find, which has neither 
abuſe, party, nor blank verſe to ſupport it, I cannot tell, 


nor am I ſolicitous to know. My aims are right. — 


Without eſpouſing the cauſe of any party, I have at- 
tempted to moderate the rage of all. I have endeavour- 
© ; . 
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ed to ſhew, that there may be equal happineſs in ſtates, 


that are differently governed from our own ; that every 
ſtate has a particular principle of happineſs, and that this 
principle in each may be carried to a miſchievous exceſs. 
There are few can judge better than yourſelf, how far 
theſe poſitions are illuſtrated in this Poem. I am, 


YOUR MOST AFFECTIONATE BROTHER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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1 unfriended, melanchely, ſlow, 


Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand' ring Po; 


Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor, 


Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 


A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſec, 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee : 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs pain, 
And drags at each remove a gs ng cho, 


Eternal bleſſings crown my earlieſt friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian faints attend; 
Bleſt be that ſpot, where chearful gueſts retire 
To pauſe from toil and trim their ev'ning fire ; 
Bleſt that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And ev'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair: 
Bleſt be thoſe feaſts with ſimple plenty crown'd, 


Where all the ruddy family around 


Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 


Or figh with pity at ſome mournful tale, 


Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 


* R A V E L * 3 * 


10 


20 


* In this poem ſeveral alterations were made, and ſome new 
verſes added, as it paſſed through different editions. We have 


printed from the ninth, Which was the laſt edition Pubiiſhed in 


the lifetime of the 2y3kor, 


| 
| 


26 5 THE TRAVELLER. 


But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
My prime of life in wand'1ing ſpent and care: F 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue 25 1 

Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the 1 view; 1 
_ That, like the circle bounding earth and ſkies ; 

Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 

My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, | 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own, 30 

Ev'n now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 5 

I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; 

And, plac'd on high above the ſtorm's career, 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains extending wide, 35 | 
The pomp of kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, 

| Amidft the ſtore, ſhould thankleſs pride repine ? 
Say, ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain 
That good, which makes each humbler boſom vain 3 4 
Let ſchool-taught pride diſſemble all it un, 
Theſe little things are great to little man; 
And wiſer he, whoſe {ympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ve glittring towns, with wealth and ſplendor crown'd, 45 
Ye fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round, 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale, 
Ve bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale, 
For me your tributary ſtores combine: 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. 50 
As ſome lone miſer viſiting his ſtore, 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it Oer; * 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 
Yet ſtill he ſighs, for hoards are wanting gin : 
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Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, — 3 


Pleas'd with each good that heav'n to man ſupplies : 


Vet oft a ſigh prevails, and ſorrows fall, 


To ſee the hoard of human bliſs ſo ſmall ; 


And oft I wiſh, amidſt the ſcene, to find 
Some ſpot to real happineſs conſign'd, | bo 


Where my worn ſou], each wand'ring hope at reſt, 
May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows bleſt. 

But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know ? e 
The ſhudd' ring tenant of the frigid zone 663 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt {pot his own, 


Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 
And his long nights of revelry and eaſe ; 


The naked negro, panting at the line, 


Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine, 70 
Baſks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his Gods for all the good they gave. 

Such is the patriot's boaſt, where'er we roam, 


His firſt, beſt country ever is, at home. | 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, os". 


Aud eſtimate the bleſſings which they ſhare, 


Tho' patriots flatter, ſtill ſhall wiſdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind. 
As different good, by art or nature given, 


To different nations makes their bleſſings even. 80 
Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 5 
Still grants her bliſs at labour's earneſt call; | 


With food as well the peaſant is ſupply d 

On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy ſide; „ 
And e the rocky creſted ſummits frown, 85 
Theſe rocks, by cuſtom, turn to beds of down. 


— 
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From art more various are the bleſſings ſent; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Vet theſe each other's pow'r ſo ſtrong conteſt, 


That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt, -:96 


Where wealth and freedom reign contentment fails, | 
And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails, | 
Hence ev'ry ſtate to one lov'd blefling prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 95 
And ſpurns the plan that ains at other ends; 
Till, carried to exceſs in each domain, 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. | 

But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, | 
And trace them through the proſpect as it lies: 100 
Here for a while my proper cares refizn'd, 
Here let me fit in ſorrow for mankind, 
Like yon neglected ſhrub at random caſt, 
That ſhades the ſteep, and fighs at every blaſt. 


Far to the right where Appennine aſcends, 105 


Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends; 

Its uplands floping deck the mountain's fide, 

| Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
While oft ſome temple's mould'ring tops between, 


With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. 110 : 


Could nature's bounty fatisfy the breaſt, 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſt. 
Whatever fruits in different climes were found: 
That proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground; 
| Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 1135 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever ſweets ſalute the northern ſky 
Wich vernal lives that bloſſom but to die; 
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Theſe here diſporting own the kindred foil, 


Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 120 


While ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand 


To winnow fragrance round the ſmiling land. 


But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone beſtows, 


And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 128 
Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contraſted faults through all his manners reign, 


Though poor, luxurious, though ſubmiſſive, vain, 
Though grave, yet trifling, zealous, yet untrue, 


And ev'n in penance planning fins anew. 130 


And evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 


Por wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 


When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the ſtate ; 
At her command the palace learnt to riſe, 135 


Again the long-faPn column ſought the ſkies 1 | 


The canvaſs glow'd beyond &en Nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form, 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 


Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fail 140 


While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave: 


And late the nation found with fruitleſs (kill 

| Its former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 

Peet, ſtill the loſs of wealth is here ſupply'd 145 
| By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; 
From theſe the feeble heart and long-faln mind 


An eaſy compenſation ſeem to find. 
Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, 5 
The paſte- board triumph and the cavalcade ; 150 


I 


rr 
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Proceſſion form'd for piety and love, 

A miftreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. 

By ſports like theſe are all their cares » beguil'd, 


The ſports of children ſatisfy the child; 
Each nobler aim repreſt by long controul, 155 : 


Now ſinks at laſt, or feebly mans the foul ; 


While low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 
In happier meanneſs occupy the mind : 
As in thoſe dooms, where Cæſars once bore ſway, 


Defac'd by time and totr'ring in decay, 160 
There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, 
The ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed, 


| And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile. _ 


My ſoul turn from them, turn we to ſurvey 165 


Where rougher climes a nobler race diſplay, 
Where the bleak Swils their ſtormy manſions tread, 


And force a churliſh foil for ſcanty bread ; 
No product here the bairen hills afford, 


But man and fteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 170 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, | 


But winter ling'ring chills the lap of May; . 


No zephyr fondly ſues the mountains breaſt, 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. | 
Yet till, ev'n here, content can ſpread a charm, 175 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. g 


Though poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſts though ſmall, 
He ſees his little lot the lot of all; | 


Sees no contiguous palace rear its head | = 

To ſhame the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; : 499 

No coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet dea! 0 
Es To make him loath his vegetable meal; 


2 


5 L | But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 

| 3 Each wiſh contracting, fits him to the foil 
Chearful at morn he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 183 

2 Breaſts the keen air, and carols as he goes 
with patient angle trolls the finny —_— 

7 N Or drives his vent'rous plough- ſhare to the ſteep ; ; 

7 \ Or ſeeks the den where ſnow-tracks marks the way, 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into day. 190 


Smiles by his chearful fire, and round ſurveys 
Nis childrens looks that brighten at the blaze; 


THE TRAVELLER. 


At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 
He fits him down the monarch of a {hed ; 


While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 195 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board : 8 
And haply too ſome pilgrim thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart, 200 
And ev'n thoſe ills that round his manſion riſe, | 
Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 
Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms 
And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 205 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aſſign'd 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 210 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due, 5 
If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few; 
For every want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 
Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreſt. 
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Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 215 I 


That firſt excites deſire, and then ſupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 


To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 


Unknown thoſe pow'rs that raiſe the ſoul to flame, | 


Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 220 
Their level life is but a mould'ring fire, 


Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong deſire ; 
VUnfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 


On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 


In wild exceſs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 225 
Till buried in debauch, the bliſs expire. 


But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow : 


Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low, 


For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to ſon 

Unalter'd, unimprov'd the manners run, 230 
And love's and friendſhip's finely pointed dart, 

Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 


Some ſterner virtues o'er the mountains breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cow'ring on the neſt ; 


But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play 235 | 
Thro' life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way, 


"Theſe far diſpers'd, on tim'rous pinions fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 


To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, | 


I turn; and France diſplays her bright domain. 240 | 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, 


Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe, 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir, _ 


With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murmuring Loire? 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 245 
And freſhen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 


: They pleaſe, are pleas' d, they give to get eſteem, 265 
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And haply, though my harſh touch falt ring ain, 

But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's ſkill ; 

Yet would the village praiſe my wondrous pow'r, 

And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 250 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children through the mirthful maze, 
And the gay grandſire, {kill'd in geſtic lore, 

Has friſk'd beneath the burthen of threeſcore. 


So bleſt a life theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, 255 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away : 


Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 


Or ev'n imaginary worth obtains, 260 


Here paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 

It ſhifts in ſplendid traffic round the land : 
From courts, to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe ; 


Till, ſeeming bleſt, they grow to what they ſeem, 
But while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies, 

It gives their follies alſo room to riſe ; | 

For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly ſought, 


| Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thought. 270 

l And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſt, 

. Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt. 

| Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe, which fools impart ; | 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, e 
| And trims her robes of frize with copper lace; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
| To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
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The mind till turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, 
Nor weigh the ſolid worth of ſelf-applauſe. 280 
To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 

Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land, 

And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 285 

Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 925 = 

Onward methinks, and diligently ſlow _ . E 

The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow 3 | 

Spreads its long arms amidſt the wat'ry roar, 

Scoops out an empire and uſurps the ſhore. 290 

While the pent ocean riſing o'er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile z 

The flow canal, the yellow bloſſom'd vale, 

The willow tufted bank, the gliding ail, 

The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 295 

A new creation reſcu'd from his reign 

Thus, while around the wave- ſubjected ſoil 

Impels the native to repeated toil, _ | 

Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 

And induſtry begets a love of gain. 1 300 

Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 

With all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 

Are here diſplay'd, Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 

Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 

But view them cloſer, craft and fraud appear, 305 

Ev'n Liberty itſelf is barter'd here. 

At Gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies, 

The needy ſell it, and the rich man buys; 3 

A land of tyrants, and a den of ſlaves, | 

Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves, . 316 
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And calmly bent to ſervitude conform, 

| Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the ſtorm. 
Heav'ns! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 

| Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 


War in each breaſt, and freedom on each blow; 315 1 


| 7 How much unlike the ſons of Britain now | 1 


* 


0 


Fir'd at the ſound my genius ſpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring; 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 


And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpis glide, 320 


There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, 

There gentle muſic melts on ev'ry ſpray ; 

Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind ! 
Stern o'er each boſom reaſon holds her ſtate =. 
With daring aims irregularly great, Fn 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 


B I ſee the lords of human kind paſs by, 


Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, 


Buy forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand ; 330 
85 F ierce in their native hardineſs of foul, _ | 


True to ings right, above controul, 
While ev'n the peafant boaſts theſe rights to ſean, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man, 


Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſſings viQur'd TO 335 


Thine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear; 3 
Too bleſt indeed, were ſuch without alloy, 


But foſter'd ev'n by Freedom ills annoy; 
That independence Britons prize too high, 


Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 340 


The ſelf-dependent lordlings ſtand alone, 
All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown ; 


OT — © 


* 
r 


Mw? : 
—— ᷣ ..... ]˙ͥrTi' : . et cn ES 


— * n 9 5 * 
8 : NAD Cone ure er OBRLoOT a. 


- ; *c y , 
— 82 
e nnn, ii: 


36 THE TRAVELLER, 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd faQtions roar, 


Repreſt ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, - 


Till over-wrought, the gen'ral ſyſtem feels 
Its motions ſtop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worſt, As nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, 350 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 
And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; „ 
Till time may come, when ſtript of all her charms, 355 
The land of ſcholars, and the nurſe of arms, 
Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, - 
One ſink of level avarice ſhall lie, 
And ſcholars, ſoldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 360 
Vet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I ſtate, 5 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great; 
Ye pow'rs of truth, that bid my ſoul aſpire, 
Far from my boſom drive the low defire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to teel 365 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel 3 
Thou tranſitory flow'r, alike undone _ 
By proud contempt, or favour's foſt ring un, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime ee, 
T only would repreſs them to ſecure : 370 
For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry ſoil, _ 
That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe that toll; 
And all that freedom's higheſt aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportioned loads on each. 
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* THE TRAVELLER, 37 
Hege, ſhould one o1der diſproportion'd grow, 3 37 "= 


Its double weight muſt ruin all below. 5 
O then how blind to all that truth requires, 


Who think it freedom when a part aſpires ! 

Calm is my ſoul nor apt to riſe in arms, Ro 
Except when faſt approaching danger warms : 380 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
| Contracting regal pow'r to ſtretch their own, 
When I behold a factious band agree 

Io call it freedom when themſelves are free; 


Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 385 


Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of climes where ſavage nations roam, | 


Pillag'd from flaves to purchaſe ſlaves at home; * 


Pear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, 
Tear off reſerve, and bear my ſwelling heart; 3 390 
Till half a patriot, half a coward gr own, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 


Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour: 


When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal pow'r ; 3 hs 
And thus polluting honour in its ſource, | 395 


Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double force. 

| Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 

Her uſeful ſons exchanged for uſeleſs ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 

| Like flaring tapers bright'ning as they waſte; 400 
| Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ſtern depopulation in her train, 

| And over fields where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 


In batren ſolitary pomp repoſe ? Eh 
| Have we not ſeen at pleaſure's lordly call, 405 


The ſmiling long-frequented village fall ? 
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Behold the duteous ſon, the ſire decay'd, 
The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 
| Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, = 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; a1 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound ? | 
En now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays, 
Through tangled foreſts, and through dang'rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, ai; | 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 
And all around diftreſsful yells ariſe, 
The penſive exile, bending with his woe, Z 
To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, 420 
Caſts a long look where England's glories ſhine, 
And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 
| Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch to find 
That bliſs which only centers in the mind : : 
Why have I fſtray'd from pleaſure and . 425 
To ſeek a good each government beſto ws? 
In ev'ry government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How ſmall of all that human hearts endure, b 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure ? 430 i 
Still to ourſelves in ev ry place conſign'd, ; 


Our own felicity we make or find: 


With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. | 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 435 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, | 
To men remote from pow'r but rarely known, 

Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 
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FIRST PRINTED IN M,DCC,LXI Xx. 


sin JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
DEAR SIR, 


7 1 CAN have no expectations in an addreſs of this kind, 


either to add to your reputation, or to eſtabliſh my own. 


Jou can gain nothing from my admyation, as I am 1gno- 


rant of that art in which you are ſaid to excel; and I may 
| loſe much by the ſeverity of your judgment, as few have 
a juſter taſte in poetry than you. Setting intereſt there- 
| fore afide, to which I never paid much attention, I muſt 
be indulged at preſent in following my affections. The 
| only dedication I ever made was to my brother, becauſe 1 
| loved him better than moſt other men. He is ſince 
| dead. Permit me to inſcrive this poem to you. 
How far you may be pleaſed with the verſification and 
mere mechanical parts of this attempt, I don't pretend to 
1 inquire; but I know you will object (and indeed ſeveral of 
our beſt and wiſeſt friends concur in the opinion) that the 
i depopulation i it deplores is no Where to be ſeen, and the 


| diſorders it laments are only to be found in the poet's 


| own imagination. To this I can ſcarce make any other 
| anſwer than that I ſincerely believe what | have written 


that I have taken all poſſible pains, in my country excur- 


ons, for theſe four or five years paſt, to be certain of 
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42 "DEDICATION. 

what I allege, and that all my views and inquiries have 
led me to believe thoſe miſeries real, which J here at- 

tempt to diſplay. But this is not the place to enter into 


an inquiry, whether the country be depopulating, or not; 


the diſcuſſion would take up much room, and I ſhoul1 
prove myſelf, at beſt, an indifferent politician, to tire the 


reader with a long preface, when ! want his unſatigued 


attention to a long poem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, I in- 
veigh againſt the increaſe of our luxuries; and here alſo 
l expect ihe ſhout of modern politicia ns againſt me. For 
twenty or thirty years paſt, it has been the ſathion to con- 

fider Juxury as one of the greateſt national advantages; 
and all the wiſdom of antiquity in that particular, as er- 
roneous. Still, however, I muſt remain a profeſſed an- 
cient on that head, and continue to think thoſe luxuries 
prejudicial” to ſtates, by which ſo many vices are in- 
troduced, and. ſo many kingdoms have been un— 
done. Indeed fo much has been poured out of late on 
the other fide of the queſtion, that, merely for the ſake 


of novelty and variety, one would ſometimes wiſh to be 
in the ret Jam, | 


DEAR SIR, 
YOUR SINCERE FRIEND, 


AND ARDENT ADMIRER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMIT!! 
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3 8 WEE T Avsurn ! lovclieſt village of the plat,” 
Where health and plenty chear'd the lab'ring ſwain, 
Where {miling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 

And parting ſummer's ling'ring blooms delay d. 

Dear lovely bow'rs ot innocence and eaſe, 5 
Seats of my youth, when ev'ry tport could pleaſe, 
How often have I loiter'd er thy green, 

Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene! 

How often have I paus'd on ev'ry charm, 
The ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 186 

The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 

The decent church that topt the neigh'bring hill, 
The hawthorn buſh, with feats beneath the ſhade, 
For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made! 

How often have [I bleſt the coming day, . 
When toll remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 
Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree; 
While many a paſtime circled in the ſhade, 
The young contending as the old furvey'd ; 20 
And many a gambol frolic'd o'er the ground, 

And flights of art and feats of ſtrength went round, 
And till as each repeated plcaſure tir d, 
Succeeding ſports the n.irthſul band infpir'd ; 


e THE DESERTED VILLAGE, 


ne W pair that ſimply ſought renown, 25 & 

By holding out, to tire each other down ; þ 

The ſwain miſtruſtleſs of his ſinutted face, 

W hile ſecret laughter titter'd round the place; ; 

The baſhiful virgin's ſide-long looks of love, 

The matron's glance that would thoſe looks reprove. 30 

"Theſe were thy charms, ſweet village! ſports like theſe, 

With ſweet ſucceflion, taught ev'n toil to pleaſe; 

Theſe round thy bow'rs their chearful influence ſhed, 
Theſe were thy charms—but all theſe charms are fled. 
Sweet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 35 
Thy ſports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 

Amidſt thy bow'rs the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 
And deſolation ſaddens all thy green: 

One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage ſtints thy ſmiling plain; 40 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 
But, choak'd with ſedges, works its weedy way; 

Along thy glades, a ſolitary gueſt, 

The hollow ſounding bittern guards its neſt; 
Amidſt thy defart walks the lapwing flies 45 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries, = 

Susk are thy bow'rs in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 

And the long graſs o'ertops the mould'ring wall, 

And trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 50 
III fares the land, to haſt'ning ills a prey, 

Where wealth accumulates, and men decay; 

Princes and lords may flouriſh, or may fade; 

A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 55 

Wh: n once deſtroy” d, can never be ſupply'd. 
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A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When ev'ry rood of ground maintain'd its man 
For him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore, 
Juſt gave what life requir'd, but gave no more : 
His beſt companions, innocence and health, 
And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. | 
But times are alter'd ; trade's unfecling train 
Uſurp the land and diſpoſſels the ſwain; 
Along the lawn, where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 
Unwicldy wealth, and cumb'rous powp repoſe; 
And every want to luxury ally, 
And ev'ry pang that icily pays to pride. 
Theſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thoſe calm defires that aſked but little room; 


45 
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70 


Thoſe healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful ſcene, 


Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green; 
Theſe, far departing, ſeck a kinder ſhore, _ 
And 1ural mirth and manners are no more, 
Sweet AuBURN ] parent of the bliſsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's pow'r, 
Here, as J take my ſolitary rounds, a 
Amidſt thy tang'ling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
And, many a year ela ps'd, return to view 
Where once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
Swells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 


In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 


In all my . Go p has givin wy ſhare— 
I till had hopes my lateſt hours to crown, 

_ Anitdft theſe humble bow'rs to lay me down; 
To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, _ 
And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 
4 
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45 THE DESERTED VILLAGE, 

I till had hopes, for pride attends us ſtill, 

Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-learn'd Kill, 99 
Around my fire an ev'ning group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt, and all I aw; 

And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 


I ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, 95 


Here to return — and die at home at laſt. 

O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muſt be mine, 
How bleſt is he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 


A youth of labour with an age of caſe; 100 


Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
And, ſince tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 

For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dang rous s deep 3 


No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, 105 


To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 

While reſignation gently flopes the way ; 110 

And, all his proſpeQs bright'ning to the laſt, 

His Heav'n commences ere the world be paſt! 
Sweet was the ſound, when oft at evening's cloſe, 

Up vonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 


There, as I paſt with careleſs ſteps and flow, 115 


The ming ling notes came foften'd from below; 
The ſwain reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung, 
The ſober herd that low'd to meet their young; 
The noily geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 


The playful children juſt let looſe from ſchool ; 120 
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The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whiſp'ring wind, 
| And the loud laugh that ſpoke the vacant mind; 


Theſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 
And filbd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 


For now the ſounds of population fail, 125 


No chearful murmurs fluQtuate in the gale, 
No buly ſteps the graſs-grown foot-way tread, 


2 But all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled. 


All but yon widow'd, folitary thing, 5 
That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring; 130 
She, wretched matron, ſorc'd, in age, for bread, 

To ſtrip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread, 


To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To ſeck her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn ; 
dhe only left of all the harmleſs train, 135 


The ſad hiftorian of the penſive plain. 

Near yonder copſe, where once the garden finil'd, 
And ſtill where many a garden flow'r grows wild; 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe, 140 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 

And pa Ming rich with forty pounds a year; 


Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 


Nor ere had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his place; ; 
Unſkiliul he to 8 or ſeek for pow'r, 145 
By doctrines ſafhion'd to the varying hour; 5 


Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 


More bent to raiſe the wretch'd than to riſe, 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain, 150 
The long remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 
Whol e beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt; 
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48 THE DESERTED VILLAGE, 


The ruin'd ſpendthriſt, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, 155 
Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away; = 
. Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch and ſhew'd how fields were won, 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their wo as 
_ Careleſs their merits, or their faults to (can, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's ſide; 
But in his duty prompt at ev'ry el, 165 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all. 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies ; 

He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 

Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 170 

Beſide the bed where parting life was lay d, 

And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay'd, 

The rev'rend champion ſtood. At his control, 
Diſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling ſoul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raiſe, 175 
And his laſt fault'ring accents whiſper'd praiſe. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, | 
And fools, who came to ſcoff remain'd to pray. 180 
The ſervice paſt, around the pious man, | 
With ready zeal, each honeſt ruſtic ran; 
Ev'n children follow'd with endearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man's ſmile, 
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His ready ſmile a parent's nt expreſt, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt; ; 

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n, | 
But all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heay'n. 

As ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 
Tho' round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 

HhHeſide yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirts the way, 

With bloſſom'd furze unprofitably gay, | 
There, in his noiſy manſion, ſkill'd to rule, 195 
The village maſter taught his little ſchool; | 
Aman ſevere he was, and itern to view, 

1 knew him well, and ev ry truant knew 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 

The day's diſaſters in his morning face; l 
Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the buſy whiſper circling round, 

| Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown'd ; 

Vet he was kind, or if ſevere in aught, | 205 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declard how much he knew; 
»Twas certain he could wr'te, and cypher too; 
Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 
And ev n the ſtory ran that he could gau ge: 210 
Ia Arguing too, the parſon own'd his fill, 

For een tho” vanquiſſid, he could argue till ; 

While words of learned length and thund' ring found, 
Amaz d the gazing ruſtics rang'd around, ä 
And {till they gaz d, and fill the wonder grew, 215 
That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 
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But paſt is all his fame, The very ſpot 
Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot, 
Near yonder thorn that liſts its head on high, | 
Where once the ſign-polt caught the paſſing eye, 220 

Low lies that houſe where nut-brown draughts inſpir'd, 
Where grey-beard mirth and ſmiling toil retir'd, 
Where village ſtateſmen talk'd with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace 225 
The parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place; 
The white-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded floor, 
The varnifh'd clock that click'd behind the door; 
The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by. day; 230 
IF The pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe, | 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe ; _ 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 
With aſpen boughs, and flow'rs and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for ſhew, 235 
| Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in a row. 
Vain tranſitory ſplendor ! cou'd not all 
Reprie ve the tott'ring manſion from its fall! | 
Obſcure it ſinks, not ſhall it more impart : FX. 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 240 1 
TL. hither no more the peaſant ſhall repair, 
2 To ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 


No more the woodman's ballad ſhal! prevail; 

No more the ſinith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 245 
Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 

The hoſt himſelf no longer ſhall be found 

Careful to ſee the mantling bliſs go round; 


„ 
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Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preſt, 

Shall kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. 250 
Ves! let the rich deride the proud diſdain, 

The ſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train, 

To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 

One native charm, than all the gloſs of art; 

Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, 255 

The ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt-born ſway ; 5 

Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 

| Unenvy'd, unmoleſted, unconfin'd. 

But the long pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 

With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 

In theſe, ere trifters half their with obtain, 

The toiling pleaſure fickens into pain; 

And, ev'n while faſhion's brighteſt arts decoy, 

The heart diſtruſting aſks, if this be joy. 

Ve friends to truth, ye ſtateſmen who ſurvey 265 

The rich man's joys encreaſe, ite poor's decay, 

| *Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits ſtand 

Between a ſplendid and a happy land. | 

Proud ſwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 

And thouting Folly hails them from her ſhore; 270 

Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's with abound, | 

And rich men flock from all the world around, 

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 

That leaves our uſeful product ſtill the fame. 

Not ſo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride, 275 

Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply'd ; 

Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 

Space for his horſes, equipage and hounds ; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in filken floth, 

Has robb'd the neighb' ring fields of half their growth, 
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His ſeat, where flitary ſports are . ſeen, 


Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green; 


Around the world each needful product flies, : 


For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all 285 
In barren ſplendor feebly waits the fall. | 


As ſome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes: 
But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are frail, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then ſhines forth ſolicitous to bleſs, 


In all the glaring impotence of refs. 


Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 2095 ; 


In nature's ſimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 

Bur verging to decline, its ſplerdots riſe, 

Itswiſtas ſtrike, its palaces ſurpriſe; 

While, ſcourg'd by famine from the ſmiling land, = 


The mournful peaſant leads his humble band; 300 


And while he ſinks, without one arm to ſave, 


The country blooms—a garden, and a grave. 
Where then, ah, where ſhall poverty reſide, 
To 'ſcape the preſſure of contiguous pride? 
If to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray'd 305 
He diives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 


| Thoſe fenceleſs fields the ſons of wealth divides 


And ev'n the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city ſped— What waits him there? | 
To ſee profuſion that he muft not ſhare; _ 30 
To fee ten thouſand baneful arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; | 
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. To ſee YE joy the ſons of pleaſuregknow, 
” Extorted from his fellow-creature's wo, | | 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 315 
There the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 

Here, while the proud their long- drawn pomps diſplay, 
There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way. 

The dome where pleaſure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train; 320 
Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blazing ſquare, 

The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 

Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles ere annoy ! 

Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy! | 
Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts — Ah, turn thine eyes 


C Where the poor houſeleſs ſhiv'ring female lies. 


bdhe once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt ; 

Her modeſt looks, the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn; 3 30 

Now loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head, 

And, pinch'd with cold, and ſhrinking from the ſhow! 5 
With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 

When idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 335 
She left her wheel and robes of country brown, 

Do thine, ſweet Au2vkx, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? | 
Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

Ar proud mens doors they aſk a little bread! 340 
Ah, no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 

Where half the convex world intrudes between, 

Through torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they go, 
Where wild Altama murimurs to their wo, 
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Far different there from all that charm'd before, 345 


The various terrors of that horrid ſhore; 
Thoſe blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 


And fiercely ſhed intolerable day ; | 

Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to fi ing, 

But filent bats in drowly cluſters cling ; 450 
Thoſe pois'nous fields with rank luxuriance crown'd, 


Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around; 
Where at each ſtep the ſtranger fears to wake 


The ratiling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey, 355 


And ſavage men more murd'rous 31] than they ; 


While oft in whuls the mad tornado lies, 


Mingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 


Far different theſe from ev'ry former ſcene, 


The cooling brook, the graily veſted green, 4350 

The breezy covert of the warbling grove, | 

That only thelter'd thefts of harw less love. 
Good Heav'n! what ſorrows gloom” d that parting dar, 


That calbd them from their native walks a: way; 

When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleaſure paſt, 5 
Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly look'd their laſt, 

And took a long farewel, and with'd in vain | 


For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main; 
And ſhudd'ring ſtill to face the diſtant deep, 


| Return'd and wept, and ſtill return'd to weep, 370 


The good old fire, the firſt prepar'd to go 

To new- found worlds, and wept for others wo; 

But for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 

He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave; 

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 37 


The fond companion of his helpleſs years, 
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F Silent went next, neglectful of ker charms, 
And left a loyer's for a father's arms. 


With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 


And bleſt the cot where ev'ry pleaſure roſe; 380 
And kiſt her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 
And clap them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; 

| Whiſt her fond huſband ſtro ve to lend 1clief 

In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 


O luxury! thou curſt by heav'n's decree, 385 


Ho ill exchang'd are things like theſe for thee! 
How do thy potions with inſidious joy, 

| Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy! 

| Kingdoms by thee, to ſickly greatneſs grown, 
| Boaſt of a florid vigour not their own. 73 © 5. = JOU 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 

| A bloated maſs of rank unwieldy wo; 

Till fapp'd their ſtrength, and ev'ry part unſound, 

| Down, down they fink, and ſpread a ruin round, 


Ev'n now the devaſtation is begun, 400 


And half the buſineſs of deſtruQion done; 
Ev'n now, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 

| I ſee the rural virtues leave the land. 

| Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſwells the ſail 
| That idly waiting flaps with ev'ry gale,  - 

' Downward they move, a melancholy band, 405 
| Pals from the ſhore, and darken all the ftrand, 
Contented roil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind cont: iwhia | tenderneſs, are there ; : 


And piety with v. ihe: pied above, | 
And ſtead) loyal, and faithful love. 410 
And thou, ſwWent Poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, 
[Sill firſt to fly where ſentual joys invade; 
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Unſit in theſe degen'rate times of ſhame, 

To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame ; 

Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd, 415 

My ſhame in crouds, my ſolitary pride, 

Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, 

That found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'ſt me lo; 

Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, 

Thou nurſe of&v'ry virtue, fare thee well, 420 

Farewel, and O! where'er thy voice be try'd, 

On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, 

Whether where equinoctial ſervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in ſnow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 423 
Redreſs the rigours of th' inclement elime; 

Aid lighted truth, with thy perſuaſive ſtrain ; 
Teach erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain, 

Teach him, that ſtates of native ſtrength poſſeſt, 
Tho' very poor, may ſtil] be very bleſt; 439 

That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 

As ocean ſweeps the labour'd mole away ; 

While ſelf-dependent pow'r can time defy, 

As rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky. 


TO IRIS, IN BOW-STREET, 


COVENT-GARDEN, 


Gay, cruel Iris, pretty rake, _ 
Dear mercenary beauty, | 

What annual off ring ſhall 1 make 
Expreſſive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 
Say, would the angry Fair One prize 
The gift, who flights the giver ? 


A hill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 

My rivals give=and let 'em. 

If gems, or gold, import a joy, 
I'll give them when I get 'em. 


Il give—but not the full-blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud more in faſhion ; 

Such ſhort-liv'd off rings but diſcloſe 
A tranſitory paſſion, 


I'll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs ſincere than civil: 

PII give thee=ah! too charming maid, 
I'll give thee—to the devil. 


0 N 
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Tius tomb, inferib'd to gentle PARM EL“ name, : 


May ſpeak our gratitude, but not lis fame, 

| What heart but feels his ſweetly moral lay, 

That leads to truth thro' pleaſure's flow'ry way ? 
Celeſtial themes confeſs'd his tuneſul aid; 

And Heav'n, that lent him genius, was repaid, 
Needleſs to him the tribute we beſtow, 
Te tranſitory breath of fame below: 


| More laſting rapture rom his works ſhall riſe, 


1 While converts thank their poet in the ſkies, 
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Our auch'reſs ture has wanted an adviſer, 

Had the confulted me, ſhe hound bave made 

Her more] play a ſpesling ma lguerade g__ 
Warm'd vp each buſtling ſcene, and in her rage 
Have emptied all rhe graen— room on the - ſtage. 
My life ont, this had kept her play Foin ſinking ; 


\ | HAT! five long tts nd all to make us wiſer | 


Have pleas'd our eyes, and fav'd the pain of AY : 


Well, ſince ſhe has thus ſhewn ker want of ſkill, 
What if I give a maſquerade ?—I will. 


But how ? ay, there's the rub ! (pauſing: 0) ve got 


my cue : 
The world's a maſc querade ! the maſquers, you, you, 
r. [To Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. 


Lud! what a group the motley ſcene diſcloſes ! 
Falſe wits, falſe wives, ſalle virgins, and falſe ſpouſes ! 
Starcſmen with bridles on; and, cloſe beſide em, 
Patriots in party-colour'd ſuits that ride em. 
There Hebes turn'd of fifty, try once more 

To raiſe a flame in Cupids of threeſcore. 

Theſe in their turn, with appetites as keen, 

Deſerting fiſty, ſaſten on fifteen. 
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Miſs, not yet full fiſteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down her ſampler, and takes up the woman 
The little urchin ſmiles, and ſpreads her lure, 

And tries to kill, ere the's got pow'r to cure. 

Thus, *tis with all—their chief and conſtant care 5 
Is to ſeem ev'ry thing but what they are. | 
Von broad, bold, angry ſpark, I fix my eye on, 
Who ſeems t? have robb'd his vizor from the lion; 
Who frowns, and talks, and ſwears, with round parade, 
Looking, as who ſhould ſay, dan'me! who! s afraid ? 

| | [ Mimicking 
Strip but this vizor off, and fs Tam 
You'll find his lionſhip a very lamb. 

Von politician, famous in debate, 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beſtrides the ſtate; 


Yet, when he deigns his real ſhape t' aſſume. 

He turns old woman, and beſtrides a broom. | + 
| . _ EN 

Yon patriot too, who preſſes on your ſight, 7 

And ſeems to ev'ry gazer all in white, 7 

If with a bribe his candour you attack, = 


| He bows, turns round, and whip—the man is black ? 
Yon critic, too but whither do I run ? | 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 

Well then a truce, fince ſhe requeſts it too : 

Do you ſpare her, and Pl] for once ſpare you. 


| HAUNCH OF VENISON, 
A 


POETIC EPISTLE ii 


S A 
N 0 


108 
F 


FIRST PRINTED IN MDCCLXV. —_— 


Trom mylord, for your veniſon, for "Pg or ner 1 4 
| Never rang'd in a foreſt, or ſmoak'd in a platter; | | N A 
The haunch was a picture for painters to ſtudy, 

The fat was ſo white, and the lean was ſo ruddy, 

| Tho? my ſtomach was ſharp, 1 could e help 

| _ regretting, 5 
To ſpoil ſuch a delicate picture =] eating 3 
had thoughts, in my chambers, to ae it in view, 
To be ſhewn to my friends as a piece of virtu; 

As in ſome Iriſh houſes, where things are ſo ſo, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a ſhow: 10 
Bur, for eating a raſher of what they take pride in, 


They'd as ſoon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. [5 ( 
But hold —let me pauſe don't I hear you pronounce, | + 


This tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce; 
Well, ſuppoſe it a bounce—fure a poet may try, 15 
by a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. | 
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But, my lord, *tis no bounce: I proteſt in my turn, 
It's a truth—and your Lordſhip may aſk Mr. Burn.“ 
To go on, with my tale—as I gaz'd on the haunch, 
I thought of a friend that was truſty and ſtaunch ; 20 
So I cut it, and ſent it to Reynolds undreſt, 

To paint it, or eat it, juſt as he lik'd beſt. 
Of the neck and the breaſt I kad next to iſoſe ; 
"Twas a neck and a breaſt that might rival Monroes: 

But in parting with theſe I was puzzled again, 23 

With the how, and the who, and the where and the when, 
There's H—d, and C- y, and H=rth, and H- ff, 
J think they love veniſon know they love beef, 
There's my countrymen Higzins—Oh ! let him alone, 
For making a b! under, or picking a bone. 30 
But hang it—to poets who ſeldom can eat, 

' Your very good nutton's a very good treat; 

Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 

It's like ſending them ruffles, when wanting a ſhirt, 
While thus I debated, in reverie eenter'd, 43 
An acquaintance, a friend, as he call'd himſelf, enter'd; 
An under-bred, fine-fpoken fellow was he, 

And he ſinil'd as he look'd at the veniſon and me. 

W hat have we got here rn—why this is good eating 
Your own I ſuppoſe — or is it in waiting? 40 
Why whoſe ſhould it be ? ? cried I, with a flounce, 

I get theſe things often, but that was a bounce: 
Some lords, my acquaintance, that ſettle the nation, 


Are pleas d to be Kind but I hate oſtentation. 
If that be the caſe then, cried he very gaz, 45 
I'm glad Pve taken this houſe in my Wav. 


* Lord Clare 8 nephew. 5 
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| To-morrow you take a poor duuner with me; | 

No words! infilt on't=preciſely at three: . : 5 il | 

We'll have Johnſon, and Burke, all the wits will be there, 

My acquaintance is ſlight, or I'd aſk my lord Clare. 

And, now that I think on't, as I am a ſinner ! | 

We wanted this veniſon to make out the dinner. 

What ſay you==a paſty, it ſhall, and it muſt, 

And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for cruſt. | 

W Here, porter—this veniſon with me to Mile-er.d ; 55 

No ſtirring I beg my dear friend my dear friend ! 
Thus ſnatching his hat, he brufht off like the wind, 

And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 

Left alone to refleQ, having emptied my ſhelf, —_ 
And © nobody with me at fea but myfelf ;” * | | 
{ Tho? 1 could not help thinking my gentleman haſty | 
Vet Johnſon and Burke, and a good veniſon paſty, _ 
| Were things that I never ef. F'd in my life, . Oo 
| Tho! clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife, | | E 
: 80 next day in due ſplendor to make my approach, 65 
drove to his door in my own hackney coach. | 

When come to the place where we all were to dine, 
(A chair-lumber*d cloſet juſt twelve feet by nine: 
My friend bade me welcome, but ſtruck me quite dumb, 
With tidings that Johnſon 2nd Burke would not come, 
For | knew it, he cried, both eternally fail, 7 
The one with his ſpeeches, and bother with Thrale ; a 
But no matter, Pll warrant we'll make up the party, 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty, | 


” * - —— — 29 
P + WITT DA EN BIS 4" 


45 


* Yee the letters that paſſed between his royal highneſs _ 
Hegry duke of Cumberland, and lady Groſvenor— 12mo. 1759. 
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The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, | 
| They both of them merry, and authors like you; 
The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge ; ; 
Some thinks he writes Cinna—he owns to Panurge. 


While thus he deſcrib'd them by trade and by name, 


They enter'd, and dinner was ſerv'd as they came. 80 


At the top a fried liver, and bacon were ſeen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a ſwinging tureen; 


At the ſides there was ſpinnage and pacing made hot; J 


In the middle a place where the paſty was not. 
Now, my lord, as for tripe it's my utter averfion, 85 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Perſian ; | 
So there I fat ſtuck like a horſe i in a pound, 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what vex'd me moſt, was that d- d Scottiſh rogue, 


Witch his long- winded ſpeeches, his ſmiles and his brogue, 


And, madam, quoth he, may this bit be my poiſon, 
A prettier dinner I never ſet eyes on; 

Pray a ſlice of your liver, though may I be curſt, 
But I've eat of your tripe, till Pu ready to burſt. 


The tripe, quoth the Jew, with his chocolate cheek, 95 


I could dine on this tripe ſeven days in the week : 

I like theſe here-dinners fo pretty and ſinall; 

But your friend there, the doctor, eats 3 at all. 
O- oh! quoth my friend, he'll come in on a trice, 
| He's keeping a corner for ſomething that's nice: 
There's a paſty- a paſty ! repeated the Jew; ; 
I don't care, if I Lo a corner for't too. 
What the de'il, mon, a paſty ! re- echo'd the Scot; 
Though ſplitting, P11 ill keep a corner for that. 
YI all keep a corner, the lady cried out; 
/e keep a corner was echo'd about. 
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Awhile thus we reſolv'd, and the paſty delay d, 

With looks that quite petrified, enter'd the maid; 

A viſage ſo ſad, and ſo pale with affright, 

Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 110 
But we quick ly found out, for who could miſtake her ? 
That ſhe came with ſome terrible news from the baker : 
And fo it fell out, for that negligent ſloven, 

Had ſhut out the paſty on ſhutting his oven. 

bad Philomel thus———but let ſimiles drop= 115 
And now that I think on't, the ſtory may ſtop. 

To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour miſplac' d, 

To ſend ſuch good verſes to one of your taſte ; 

Lou ve got an odd ſomething—a kind of diſcernivg— 
þ reliſh—a taſte—ſicken'd over by learning; 120 
It leaſt, its your temper, as very well known, 

That you think very ſlightly of all that's your own: 

do, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiſs, 

Lou may make a miſtake, and think ſlightly of this, 
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T. E wicich Fs We 'd with life to part, . N 

Still, ſtill on hope relies; 7 is WW 

And ev'ry pang that rends the heart, _ 7! 
Bids expeclation riſe. 25 a 


Hope, like the olimm? ring taper's light | 


Adorns and chears the way 
And ſtill, 28 darker ee the night, 
Egmits a br er ray. 


* 0 N G. 
0 Memory | f © fond deceiver, 


Sul] importunate and vain, 
Jo former joys, recurring ever, 
And turning all the paſt to pain; 


| Thov, like the world, th 3 oppreſung, 
Thuy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's wo? 
| And he who wants each other bleſſing, 
In thee muſt ever find a foe. 


THE © 
CLOWN'% REPLY. 


I OH N T R OT was deſired by two witty peers, 
To tell them the reaſon why aſſes had ears? 
An't pleaſe you,” quoth John, I'm not given to letters, 
Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters; 
Howe er from this time I ſhall ne'er ſee y our graces, 
As J hope to be ſaved | without thinking on aſſes,” 
Edinburgh, 1753. 


F 


EDWARD PU RD ON. 
HRE lies poor Nev PuzDon, from miſery freed, 
| Who long was a bookſeller's hack; 

e led ſuch a damnable life in this world. 

| don't think be']] with. to come back. 


* This atoms was educated at Trinity College, Dublin; 
nt having waſted his patrimony, he enliſted as a foot ſoldier- | 
rowing tired of that employment, he obtained his diſcharge, and 


ame a ſeribbler in * * newſpapers, He tranſlated Voltaire's | 
er iade. = | 


i 
A EL EQ Y 
ox, THE GLORY or HER SEX, 


MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 


Goo D People all, wich one 1 Soon, 
Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word 
From thoſe who ſpoke her praiſe. 


The needy ſeldom paſs'd her door, 
And always found her kind; | 
She freely lent to all the poor, 
Who left a pledge behind. 
She ſtrove the neighbourhood to pleaſe, 
With manners wondrous winning, 
And never follow'd wicked ways, 
Onleſs when ſhe was ſinning. 


At church, in filks and fatins new, 
With hoop of monſtrous ſize, 
She never ſlumber'd in her pew, 
But when ſhe ſhut her eyes. 


Her love was ſought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux and more ; | 
The kivg himſelf has followed her, 
When ſhe has walk d before. 
But now her wealth and finery fled, 
Fler hangers- on cut ſhort all; 
The doctors found, when ſhe was dead, 
| Her laſt diſorder mortal. „ 
Let us lament, in ſorrow ſore, 
For Kent- ſtreet well may ſay, 
That had ſhe liv'd a twelvemonth more, 
She had not dy d to-day. 


1 Dr. GOLDSMITH and ſome of his fiicads 


occaſionally dined at the St. James's coffee-houſe. 


— One day it was propoſed to write epitaphs on 


him. His country, dialect, and perſon, furniſhed 

ſubjects of witticiim, He was called on for RE- 
TALIATION, and at their next moons pro- 

duced the following Poem. . 


K , T A L IAT ION 
5 
%% 
FIRST PRINTED IN M, occ, LXXxIV. 
AFTER 11 AUTHOR'S . 
Or old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
| Each gueſt brought his dith, and the feaſt was united; 


If our * landlord ſupplies us with beef and with fiſh, 
Let each gueſt bring himſelf, and he brings the beſt diſh ; 


Our + dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains ; 5 : 


Our t Burke ſhall be tongue, with a garniſh of brains; 


* The maſter of the St. James's coffee-houſe, where the 
doctor, and the friends he has characterized in this poem, occalion= hes 
ally dined, 


+ Dr. Barnard, dean of Derry in Ireland. 


Mr. Edmund Burke, member for Wendover, and one e of the 
greateſt orators in this kingdom, 


79 RETALIATION, 


Our $ Will ſhall be wild-fowl of excellent favour, 
And || Dick with his pepper ſhall heighten their ſavour : 
Our © Cumberland's ſweet-bread its place ſhall obtain, 
And “ Douglas is pudding ſubſtantial and plain: 10 
Our + Garrick's a ſallad; for in him we ſee 

Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſaltneſs agree: 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 
That t Ridge is anchovy, and 89 Reynolds is lamb 
That Hickey's a capon, and, by the ſame rule, 15 
Magnanimous Goldſmith, a gooſberry fool. | 

At a dinner ſo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 

Who'd not be a glutton, and ſtick to the laſt ? 

Here waiter, more wine, let me fit while I'm able, 


Till all my companions fink under the table; 20 


Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, ard tell what I think of the dead. 

_ Here lies the good g dean, reunited to earth, 
Who mixt reaſon with Ken and wiſdom wah mirth: 


9 Mr. William Burke, late ſecretary to 3 Conway, ang 
member for Bedwin, | 


Mr. Richard Burke, colle ctor of Gres 


Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weſt-Indian, Fzſhi- 
onable Loves, the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces. 


* Doctor Douglas, canon of Windſor, an ingenious Scotch 


_ gentleman, who has no leſs diſtingu! ſhed himſelf as a citizen of the 
evirld, than a ſound critic, in deteQing ſeveral litcrary mil- 
takes (or rather forgeries) of his countrymen ; particularly Lauder 
on Milton, and Bewwer's Hiftory of the Peper, 


F David Garrick, efq, joint patentee and aQing manager of the 


Theatre Royal, Drury- lane. 

1 Counſellor John Ridge, 2 gentleman belonging to the Iriſh. 
bar, 
$ Sir Joſhua 138 preſident of che Royal Academy. 


Il An eminent attorney, (QC Vide page * | 


60 
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RETALIATION. — | 


It he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 25 
At leaſt, in fix weeks, I could not find em out; | 
| Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be denied em, 

| That ſly-boots was curſedly cunning to hide 'em. 
Niere lies our good © Edmund, whoſe genius was ſuch 
| We ſcarcely can praiſe it, or blame it too much; 30 
| Who, born for the univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 

| And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

| Tho' fraught with all learning, yet training his throat, 


To perſuade * Tommy Townſhend to lend him a vote; 


| Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, 

| And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining 
| Tho? equal to all things, for all things unfit, 

| Too nice for a ſtateſman, too proud for a wit : 

| For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, diſobedient ; 

| And too fond of the right to purſue the expedient. 40 
In ſhort, twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, fir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

| Here hes honeſt t William, whoſe heart was a mint, 
| While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't; 
| The pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 43 
| His conduct ſtill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipſy, the chariot drove home; 
Would you aſk for his merits? alas! he had none; 49 
What was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his on. 


Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate J muſt ſigh at; 


Alas, that uch fiolic ſhould now be ſo quiet ! 


19 


Vide page 69. | 3 
* Mr. T. Townſhend, member for Whitechnrchs 
{ Vide page 70. 
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RETALIATION, 


Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ! 


In ſhort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we with'd him full ten times a nt at old vick ; 
hut, miſting his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again. 
Here & Cumberland hes, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they a are. 


55 


His gallants are all faultleſs, his women divine, 


And comedy wonders at being fo fine; 


Like a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out, 


Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 


His fools have their follies fo loſt in a croud 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows 7580 


And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with their own. 


Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 


Or, wherefore his characters thus without fault? 
Say, was it that vaiely directing his view 
To find out mens virtues, and finding them few, 


Quite fi ck of purſuing each troubleſome elf, 
He grew 227 at laſt, and drew from himſelf 2 


1 Mr. Richard Burke, vide page 70. This gentleman 


What ſpirits were his! what wit and what whim ! 
Ii Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb ! 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball! 55 


60 


1 


having ſlightly fra ured one of his arms and legs, at different 


5 Vide page 78 


| times, the doctor has rallied him on thoſe accidents, as a kind 
of retributive jultice for Drabig his 1 upon other people, 


jan 
ent 
ind 


le. 


RETALIATION. © 73 


Here || Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 


The ſcourge of impoſtors the terror of quacks. 80 


Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 


Come, and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant reclines: 2 
When fatiie and cenſure encircled his throne, 


1 fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own; 


But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 85 7 
Our C Dodds ſhall be pious, our *Kenricks ſhall lecture; . 


+ Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle, 


Our 4 Townſhend make ſpeeches, and 1 ſhall compile ; 


New FLauders and Bowers the Tweed ſhall crof. over, 


No countryman living their tricks to diſcover; 9 


etection her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 
Here lies David Garrick, defcribe me W ho can, 
An abridgment of all that was pleaſant in man; 


As an actor confeſt without rival to ſaine; 95 


As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line : 


; Vet, with talents like theſe, and an excellent! heart, 


The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill judging beauty, his colours he ſpread, 


And beplaſter'd with rouge, his own natural red, 100 


On the ſtage he was natural, ſimple, aſſecting; 
Twas only that, when he was off, he was aCling. 
With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a Gay : 
” Vide page 70, 
Q The Rev, Mr. Dodd, | | 
® Mr, Kenrick lately read lectures at the Devil tavern 


under the title of * The School of Shakeſpeare," 


+ James Macpherſon, e ſqʒ who lately from the mere ferce 
of lis flyle, wrote down the firſt poet of all ant'quity. 

t Vide page 91 8 Vide page 70. 
| Vide page 70. 
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74 - RETALIATION. 

Tho ſecure of our hearts, yet conſoundedly fick, 105 
If they were not his own by fineſſing and trick: 

He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack, 


For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiſtle them back, 


Of praile a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what came, 

And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 

Till bis rcliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 

Who pepper'd the higheſt, was ſureſt to pleaſe. 

But let us be candid, and ſpeak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 114 

Ye @ Kenricks, ye“ Kellys, and + Woodfalls ſo grave, 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you 
gave? | 

How did Grub- ſtreet re- echo the ſhouts that you rais'd, 

: While he was beroſcius'd, and you were beprais'd 3 

But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, WT 


To act as an angel, and mix with the ſkies : 120 


Thoſe poets who owe their beſt fame to his (kill, 
Shall till be his flatterers, go where he will. 


Old Shakeſpeare, receive him, with praiſe and with 


love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his 8 Kellys above. 
Here || Hickey reclines, a moſt blunt, pleaſant 


creature, 0 125 


And ſlander itſelf mult allow bim good-nature: 
He cheriſh'd his friend, and he reliſh'd a bumper; 
Yet _ fault he hed, and that was a thumper. 


C Vide page 72. 


* Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falſe Delicacy, Word to the 


| Wiſe, Clementina, School for Wives, & c. &c. 


+ Mr. William Woodfall, prigter of the Morning Chronicle | 


© Vide ſopr, [| Vide page 70 
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RETALIATION, 


Perhaps ) you may aſk if the man was a miſer ? 
I anſwer, no, no, for he always was wiſer : 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 
His very worſt foe can't accuſe him of that : 
Perhaps be confided in men as they go, 

And ſo was too fooliſhly honeſt ? ah no! 
Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and burn ye.— 


He was, could he help it, a ſpecial attorney. 1 36 


Here * Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind, 


| He has not left a wiſer or better behind ; 


His pencil was ſtriking, reſiſtleſs and grand, 


His manners were gentle, c comp! ying and bland ; 140 


Still born to improve us in every part, 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 

To coxcombs averſe, yet moſt civilly ſteering, 
When they judg'd without kill, he was ſtill hard of 


hearing „ 
When they talk d of their 0 G and ſtuff, | 


He ſhifted his $ trumpet, and only took ſnuff, 


* Vide page 70. 


Sir g Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to be don 


| the neceſſity of uſing an ear-trumpet in company. 


[761] 
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A; FTER the fourth edition 1 this poem was printed, 
the publiſher received the following epitaph on Mr. 
W hitefoord, “ from a friend of the late Dr. Gold- 
ſmith. 


HERE Whitefoord rectines, mY dy it bo 1 
Tho' he merrily liv'd, he is now a + grave man : 

Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun ! 

| Who reliſh'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun ; ; 

Whoſe temper was generous, open, fincere ; 

A ſtranger to flatt ry, a ſtranger to fear; 

Who ſcatter'd around wit and humour at will ; 

| Whoſe daily bons mots half a column might fill: 


A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice Sy : 


A ſcholar, yet ſurely no pedant was he. 
5 What pity, alas! that ſo lib'ral a a 

Should fo long be to news-paper effays confin'd ! 
Who perhaps to the ſummit of ſcience Fane War, 
Vet content * if the table he ſet on a roar * 
| Whoſe talents to fill any ſtation were fit, | 
| Yet happy if Woodfall t conſeſs'd him a wit. 

Ye news-paper witlings ! ye pert ſcribbling folks Z 
Who copied his ſquibs, and re-echoed his jokes; 3 
Ye tame * ye ſervile herd, come, 


* Mr, Caleb Whitefoord, author of many 1 eſſays. 


+ Mr. W. was fo notorious a punter, that Doctor Gold- 
ſmith uſed te ſay it was impoſſible to keep kim company, 
without being infected with the itch of punning. 


1 Mr, H. 8. ee printer of the Public Advenifer;. 


POSTSCRIPT, | 77 


Still follow your maſter, and viſit his tomb: 
To deck it, bring with you feſtoons of the vine, 
And copious libations beſtow on his ſhrine; 
Then ſtrew all around it (you can do no leſs) 
op * Croſs-readings, ſhip- news, and miſtakes of the preſs. 
Me ry Whitefoord, farewel ! for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, I had almoſt ſaid wit: 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot reſuſe, 
** Thou beſt humour'd man with the worſt humour d: 
N maler | 


Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town with 
humorous pieces under thoſe titles in the Public Advertiſer, 
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THE 
GOOD-NATURD MAN: 


* 


e 
AS PERFORMED AT THE | 
THE A TRE-ROYAL 

1N. | 


COVENT-GARD EN. 


FIRST PRINTED IN M. Dec, LXVIII, 


1 17 1 


„ ĩ ( E. 


W HEN I undertook to write a comedy, I con- 


feſs I was ſtrongly prepoſſeſſed in favour of the poets of 


the laſt age, and ſtrove to unitate them. The term, 


genteel comedy, was then unknown amongſt us, and lit- 
tle more was deſired by an audience, tuan nature and 
humour, in whatever walks of life they were mom con- 

ſpicuous. The author of the following ſcenes never 
imagined that more would be expected of hun, and 
therefore to delineate character has been his principal 
aim, Thoſe who know any thing of compoſition, are 
ſenſible, that in purſuing humour, it will ſomelimes lead 
us into the receſſes of the mean; I was even tempted to 
look for it in the maſter of a ſpunging-houſe : but in de- 
ference to the public taſte, grown of late, perhaps, too 
delicate; the ſcene of the bailiffs was retrenched in the 


| 


repreſentation. In deference alſo to the judgment of a 


few friends, who think in a particular way, the ſcene is 


here reſtored. The author ſubmits it to the reader in 


his cloſet ; and hopes that too much refinement will not 
| baniſh humour and character from ours, as it has al- 
ready done from the French theatre. Indeed the 
French comedy is now become ſo very elevated and ſen- 


timental, that it has not only baniſhed humour and Mo- 


liere from the ſtage, but! it has baniſhed all ſpectators 
too. 


84 PREFACE, 


Upon the whole, the ther returns bis thanks to the 
public for the favourable reception which the, Good- . 
Natur'd Man has met with: and to Mr. Gln] in par- 


ticular, for his kindneſs to it. It may not alſo be impro- 
Per to aſſure any, who ſhall hereafter write for the thea- 
tre, that merit, or ſuppoſed merit, will ever be a ſuffci- 
ent Orr © to his protection. 


„ 


JC 


WRITTEN BY 
JOHNSO N: 


SPOKEN BY 


MR. B E. N 8 L E v. | 


| PRrs-r by the load c* life, the weary mind 
| Surveys the general toil or human kind; 
With cool ſubmiſſion joins the lab ring train, 
And ſocial ſorrow loſes half its pain 
Our anxious bard, without complaint, may ſhare 
This buſtling ſeaſon's epidemic care. 
Like Czfar's pilot, dignify'd by fate, 
Toſt in one common florm with all the great 3 ; 
Diſtreſt alike, the ſtateſman and the wit, 
When one a borough courts, and one the pit. 
The buſy candidates for power and fame, | 
Have hopes, and feats, and wiſhes Juſt the ſame ; ; 
Diſabled both to combat, or to fly, 
Muſt hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 
Uncheck'd on both, loud rabbles vent their rage, 
s mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 
he offended burgeſo hoards his angry tale, 
or that bleſt year when all that vote may rail ; 
Their ſchemes of ipite the poet's foes difinifs, 
Ll that glad night, when all that hate may hiſs, 
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85 DRAMATIS PERSON #, 


This day the powder'd curls and golden coat, 4 
Says ſwelling Criſpin, begg'd a cobler's vote. | 
This night, our wit, the pert apprentice cries, | 
Lies at my feet, I hiſs him, and he dies. 

The great, tis true, can charm th' electing tribe; 

The bard may ſupplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Vet judg'd by thoſe, whoſe voices ne er were fold, 

He feels no want of ill-perſuading gold ; _ 

But confident of praiſe, if praiſe be due, 

Truſts without fear, to merit, and to you. 


8 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E Tye 
Mr. Honey wood, Mr. Pow LL. 
Croker, 3 Mr. Snur ER. [- 
. 1 Mr. WOOD WA RD. | 
Sir Wm. E Mr. CLARE E. = 7 
Leontine, | Mr. BENSLEV. | 
Jarvis, Mr. DunsTALL. | t 
Butler, Mr. CusninG,. © K 
„ Bailiff, -* | Mr. R. Suir R. 
Dubardieu, bony HoLTom. = = 
Poſtboy,. r. Quick. M4 
; w O M E 10 5 
Miſs Richland Mrs. BULKELEY, h 
Olivia, 5 Mis. MATTOCES. a 
Mrs. Croaker, Mrs. Pirr. 
Garnet, Mrs. GREEN. 
Landlady, Mrs. Ware, 


Scene, Lo vb ON. 


„ 


T H E 


GOOD-NATUR'D MAN. 


ACT THE PIR ST. 
| Scent, an Apartment i in Youns How EY woop! 8 ; houſe. | 
Enter SIR Wx Hoxerroon, Jarvis. 


Fi Wilton, 


| Goon Jarvis, make no apologies. for this hone 
| bluntneſs. Fidelity, like yours, is the beſt excuſe for 
| every freedom. 

Jar. I can't help being blunt, and 11 very angry 
| too, when 1 hear you talk of diſinheriting ſo good, ſo 


| worthy a young gentleman as your nephew, my maſter. 
All the world loves him. 


Sir Will. Say rather, that he loves all the world ; 
that is his fault. 7 | 

Jar. I am ſure there is no part of it more och to 
: him than you are, tho” he has not ſeen you ſince he was 
a child, 

Sir Will. What ſignifies his affeQion to me ; or «how 
can I be proud of a place in a heart where every 
ay and coxcomb find 1 eaſy entrance? 


4 * 


88 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


Jar. I grant you that he's rather too gqod natur'd; 
| that he's too much every man's man ; that he laughs 
this minute with one, and cries the next with another: 
but whoſe inſtructions may he thank for all this? 
Sir Wil. Not mine, ſure? My letters to him during 
my employment in Italy, taught him only that philo- 
ſophy which might prevent, not defend his errors. 
Far. Faith, begging your honour's pardon, Pm ſorry 
they taught him any philoſophy at all; it has only 
ſerw'd to ſpoil him. This ſame philoſophy i is a good 
horſe in the ſtable, but an errant jade on a journey. For 
my own part, whenever I hear him mention the name 
ont, Pm always ſure he's going to play the fool. 
Sir Wil. Don't let us aſcribe his faults to his philoſo- 
phy, I entreat you. No, Jarvis, his good-nature arites 


rather from his fears of offending the importunate, than 
his deſire of making the deſerving happy. 3 
Jar. What it ariſes from, I don't know. But, tobe , 
ſure, every body has it, that aſks it. | $ 
Sir Wil, Ay, or that does not aſk it. I have ben Þ ; 
now for ſome time a concealed ſpectator of his follies, 1 * 
and find them as boundleſs as his diſſipation, _ : Mi 


Jar. And yet, faith, he has ſome fine nanie or other ir 
for them all. He calls his extravagance, generofity ; | 


and his truſting every body, univerſal benevolence. l. 
was but laſt week he went ſecurity for a fellow- whoſe 
face he ſcarce knew, and that he called an act of exalted 
mu- mu—uunifcence; ; ay, that was the name he 
gave it. 

Sir Wil. And upon that I . as my laſt effort, 
tho' with very little bopes to reclaim him. That very 
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4 flow has juſt abſconded, and I have taken up PE ſecu- : 
3 rity. Now, my intention is to involve him in fiQtitious 
diſtreſs; before be has plunged himſelf into real calamity. 
To arreſt him for that very debt, to clap an officer upon 
him, and then let him ſee which of his friends will come 
to his relief. 


Jar. Well, if I could but any way ſee him thorough- 
y vexed, every groan of his would be muſic to me; yet 
faith, I believe it impoſſible. I have tried to fret him 
myſelf every morning theſe three years; but, inſtead of : 
being angry, he fits as calmly to hear me (cold, as he 
does to his hair-drefſer. N 
| Sir Wil. We muſt try him once more, however, 1 
PII go this inſtant to put my ſcheme into execution; 
and I don't deſpair of ſucceeding, as, by your means, 
| can have frequent opportunities of being about him, 
without being known, What a pity it is, Jarvis, that : 
any man's good will to others ſhould produce ſo much 
negle& of himſelf, as to require correction. Yet, we 


en muſt touch his weakneſſes with a delicate hand. 
& There are ſome faults ſo nearly allied to excellence, 

| that we can ſcarce weed out the vice without eradicat- 
her ing the virtue. : | e LExit. | 
v; 


11 Jar. Well, go thy ways, Sir William 5 
o It is not without reaſon that the world allows thee to 
ied be the beſt of men. But here comes his hopeful ne- 
e Phew; the ſtrange, good-natur'd, fooliſh, open-hearted 
g And yet all his faults are ſuch that one loves him 
wW the better for them, 
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Euter HONEY WOO. 


Honey. Well, ; what 8 from 3 my friends 
this morning ? 

Far. You have no friends. 

Honey. Well ; from my acquaintance then? 

Far. (pulling aut bills) A few of our uſual cards of 
compliment; that's all, This bill from your taylor; 
this from your mercer, and this from the little broke 
in Crooked-lane. He ſays he has been at a great deal 
of trouble to get back the money you borrowed. 
Honey. That I don't know; but I'm ſure we were 
at a great deal of trouble in getting him to lend it, 

Far. He has loſt all patience. 

Honey. Then he has loſt a very good thing. 

Jar. There's that ten guineas you were lending t to 
the poor gentleman and his children in the Fleet. I 
believe that would ſtop his mouth for a while at leaſt, 
Hloncy. Ay, Jarvis, but what will fill their mouths i in 
the mean time? Muſt I be cruel becauſe he happens 
to be importunate z and to relieve his avarice, leave 
them to inſupportable diftrets ? 

Far. *Sdeath ! fir, the queſtion now is how to re- 
lieve yourſelf. Yourſelt- 
of my ſenſes when I ſee things going at fixes and ſevens! 

Honey. Whatever reaſon you may have for being 
out of your ſenſes, I hope you'll allow that I'm not 


Hav'n' t I reaſon to be out 


quite unreaſonable ſor continuing in mine. 

Jar. You're the only man alive in your preſent ſitu- 
ation that could do ſo.Lvery thing upon the Wake 
— There's mi Richland and her fine fortune gone 


rival. 
Honey. I'm no man's rival. 


Jar. Your uncle in Traly preparing to diſinherit you ; ; 
your. own fortune almoſt ſpent ; and nothing but prefi> 


ing creditors, falſe fiiends, and a pack of drunken ſer- 


vants that your kindnels has made want for any other 
family. 


in mine. 


Tar. Soh 1 W hat will you have 3 with him. that 


I caught ſtealing your plate in the e ? In the ſact; 
| caught him in the fact. 


Heney, In the fact! If ſo, F really think chat Vie 


ſhould pay him his wages, and turn him off. 
Jar. He ſhall be turn'd off at Tyburn, the dog . 
we'll hang him, if it be on * to frighten the reſt of the 


family. 


Honey. No, Jarvis: it's enouzh that no tare hel 


what he has ſtolen, let us not add to it the loſs of a 


fellow creature 


Jar. Very fine; well, pere was the . juſt 
now, to complain of the butler; he fays he does ord 


work, and ou: ghr to have moſt we ges. 


Hey. Thar s but juſt ; tao? perhaps here comes 


the butler to dane of the footman. 
Jer. Ay, it's the way with them all, from the +a. 


lion to the privy counſellor. If they have a bad maſter, 


they keep quartelling v ith him: if they have a Soo 
maſter, they keep quarreling with Ong : another, 
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already, and upon the Ne of bene given to Your 


Honey. Then they have the n more occaſion for being | 
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Enter BuTLER, drunk, 


Butler. Sir, PI! not ſtay in the family with Jonathan : 


you muſt part with him, or part with me, that's the 
_ ex-ex-expoſition of the matter, fir. 


Honey. Full and explicit wa on But what's his 


fault, good Philip? 


Butler. Sir, he's given to drinking, fir, and I ſhall 
have my morals corrupted, by keeping ſuch company, 
Honey. Ha! ha! He has ſuch a OY 8 
Jar. O quite amuſing. | 
But. 1 find my wines : a-going, fir 3 and liquors don't 


S0 without mouths, fir ; I hate a drunkard, fir. 


Honey, Well, well, Philip, I'll hear you upon that 
another time, fo go to bed now. 

Far. To bed! Let him go to the devil. 

But. Begging your honour's pardon, and begging 
your pardon, maſter Jarvis, I'll not go to bed, nor to 


the devil neither. I have enough to do to mind m 


cellar. I forgot, your honour, Mr. Croaker is below. 
I came on purpoſe to tell you. 
Honey. Why did'nt you ſhew him up, blockhead ? 
But. Shew him up, fir ! With all my heart, ſir. Up 
or down, all's one to me. 2 | Exit. 


Jar. Ay, we have one or other of that fawily in this 
houſe from morning till night. He comes on the old 
affair I ſuppoſe. The match between his ſon, that's 
juſt returned from Paris, and miſs Richland, the young 
lady he's guardian to, 


80 


* 


Honey. Perhaps ſo. Mr. Croaker, knowing my 
friendſhip for the young lady, has got it into his head 


that I can perſuade her to what I pleaſe. 


Far. Ah! If you lov'd yourſelf but half as ol as 


ſhe loves you, we would ſoon fee a marriage that 


would ſet all things to rights again. 


Honey. Love me! Sure, Jarvis, you dream. No, 


no; her intimacy with me never amounted to more 
than friendſnip mere friendſhip. That ſhe is the 


moſt lovely woman that ever warm'd the human heart 


with defire, I own. But never let me harbour a 
thought of making her unhappy, by a connection with 


one fo unworthy her merits as I am. No, Jarvis, it 
thall be my ſtudy to ſerve her, even in ſpite of my 


wiſhes; and to ſecure her e tho it deſtroys 
| mY own. | 


Eh Was ever the "BY ! 1 want patience. 


Honey. Beſides, Jarvis, thouzh I could obtain miſs. 
| Richland's conſent, do you think I could ſucceed with 


her guardian, or Mrs. Croaker bis wife; who, tho? 


both very fine in their way, are yet a little oppoſite in 
| their diſpoſitions you know. 


Tar. Oppoſite enough, heaven bn, 1. very re- 
verſe of each other; ſhe all laugh and no joke; he al- 


ways complaining, and never ſorrowful ; a fretful poor 
foul that has a new diſtreſs for every hour 1 in the four 


and twenty 
Honey. Huſh, huſh, he 8 coming up, he? Il hear you. 
Far. One whoſe voice is a paſſing bell— A 


Honey. Well, well, go, do. 
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Jar. A raven that bodes nothing but miſchief; | 
coffin and croſs bones; a bundle of rue; a 7 0 af 


deadly night ſnade; a—— ( Honeyword Hopping bis 


mouth, at laft puſbes him of.) [Exit Jarvis. 

Toney. I muſt own my old monitor is not entirely 
wrong. There is ſomething in my friend Croaker's 
converſation that quite depreſſes me. His very mirth» 
is an antidote to all gaiety, and his appearance has a 


ſtronger effect on my ſpirits than an undertaker's ſhop. 


Mr. Croaker, this is ſuch a fatisfation— _ 
Ener CROAKER. 


Croak. A pleaſant morning to Mr. Honeywood, and 


many of them. How is this ! You look moſt ſhock- 


ingly to-day, my dear friend. [ hope this weather 


does not affect your ſpirits. To be ſure, if this wWea- 


ther continues Il ſay nothing but God ſend we 
be all better this day three months. 

Honey. I heartily concur in the wiſh, though 1 own 
not in your apprehenſions. 

Croak, May be not! Indeed what ſignifies what wea- 
ther we have in a country going to ruin like ours ? 
'Faxes riſing and trade falling. Money flying out of 


the kingdom and Jeſuits ſwarming into it, I know at 
this time no leſs than an hundred and twenty-ſeven 


Jeſuits between Charing-croſs and Temple-bar. 


Honey. The Jeſuits will ſcarce pervert you or me [ 
| ſnould wn 

Croak, May be not. Indeed what Gonifies whom 
they pervert in a country that has ſcarce any religion 
to loſe ? I'm only afraid for our wives and daughters. 
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Honey I have no apprehenſions ſor the ladies] af 
ſure you. | 5 rk 
Coat. May be not. Indeed what ſignifies whether 
they be perverted or no? The women in my time were 


good for ſomething. I have ſeen a lady dreſt from top 


to toe in her own manufaQures ſormerly, But now- 
a-days the devil a thing of their own manufadures 
about them, except their faces. 

| Honey. But, however theſe faults may be' practiſed 


abroad, you don't find them at home, either with Mrs, 


Croaker, Olivia, or Miſs Richlang. 
Coal The beſt of them will never be canoniz'd for 
a faint when ſhe's dead. By the bye, my dear friend, 


don't find this match en miſs Richland and my 5 


fon much reliſh'd, either by one fide or rather; 

Honey. 1 thought otherwiſe. | 

Croak. Ah, Mr. Honeywoos, a little of your fine ſe- 
;10us advice to the young lady might go far: I know 
ſhe has a very exalted opinion of your underſtanding. 

Honzy. But would not that be uſurping an N 
that more properly belongs to yourſelf ? | 

Conf. My dear friend, you know but little of my au- 
thority at home. People think, indeed, becauſe they 
ſee me come out in a morning thus, with a pleafant 
face, and to make my friends merry, that all's well 
within. But I have cares that would break an heart of 
ſtone. My wife has fo encroach'd upon every one of 


my privileges, that I'm now no more than a mere lodg- 


er in my own houſe, 


Honey. But a little ſpitit exerted on your 35 might, 


perhaps, reſtore your authority, 


P; 
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| Great, No, though I had the ſpirit of a lion! I do 


| "19uze: ſometimes. But what then ! Always haggling 
and haggling. A man is tired of getting the better be- 
fore his wiſe is tired of loſing the victoi y. 


Honey. It's a melancholy conſideration indeed, that 
our chief comforts often produce our greateſt anxieties, 


and that an increaſe of our poſlcfſions 1 is but an inlet to 
new diſquietudes. 


 Croak Ah, my dear ſriend, theſe were the very words 
of poor Dick Doleful to me not a week before he made 
away with himſelf. Indeed, Mr. Honeywood, I never 


fee you but you put me in mind of poor—Dick. Ah 


there was merit neglected for you! and fo true a 


friend ; we lov'd each other for thirty years, and yet he 


never aſked me to lend him a ſingle farthing. 

Honey. Pray what could induce him to commit ſo 
raſh an action at laft ? | 

| Croak. I don't know, ſome people were malicious 
enouzh to ſay it was keeping company with me; be— 
cauſe we us'd to meet now and then and Ss our 
hearts to each other. To be ſure I lov'd to hear hin 
talk, and he lov'd to hear me talk ; poor dear Dick. 
He. us'd to ſay, that Croaker rhim'd to joker; and fo 
we us d to laugh Poor Dick. f Going fo cry.) 

Honey. His fate affects me. | 

| Croak, Ay, he grew ſick of this miſerable lite, where 
we do nothing but eat and grow hungry, dreſs and un- 


. drefs, get up and lie down; while reaſon, that ſhould 
watch like a nurſe by our fide, falls as faſt aſleep as 
we do. | 
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Honey. To ſay truth, if we compare that part of life 


which is to come, by that which we have paſt, the 


proſpect is hideous, 

Crab. Life at the greateſt nd beſt is but a frowarck 
child, that muſt be humour'd and coax'd a little till it 
falls aſleep, and then all the care is over. 

Honey. Very true, fir, nothing can exceed the vanity 
of our exiſtence, but the folly of our purſuits, We 
wept when we came into the world, and 8 day 
tells us why. | 

 Croak. Ah, my dear friend, it is a dt ſatisfaction 
to be miſerable with you. My fon Leontine ſhan't 
loſe the benefit of ſuch fine converſation. PII juſt ſtep 
home for him. I am willing to ſhew him ſo much ſe- 
riouſneſs in one ſcarce older than himſelf—And what if 


bring my laſt letter to the Gazetteer on the encreaſe 


and progreſs of earthquakes ? It will amuſe us I promiſe 


you. I there prove how the late earthquake is coming. 
round to pay us another viſit from London to Liſbon, 


from Liſbon to the Canary Iſlands, from the Canary I{- 
lands to Palmyra, from Palmyra to Conſtantinople, and 
fo from Conſtantinople back to London again. [ Exit. 

Honey. Poor Croaker ! his ſituation deſerves the ut- 
moſt pity. I ſhall ſcarce recover my ſpirits theſe three - 


days. Sure to live upon ſuch terms is worſe than death 


itſelf. And yet, when 1 conſider my own ſituation, a 
broken fortune, an hopeleſs paſſion, friends in diſtreſs; 
the with but not the power to ſerve dem panf ng. 


and ſigh ing.) 


St 
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Enter BuTLER. 


Butler. More company below, fir : Mrs. Croaker | 
and Miſs Richland; ſhall I ſhew them up? But they're 
| ſhewing up themſelves. 125 [Exit 


Enter Mas. CRO AK ER and Miss RIcHLAN bo. 


| Miſs Rich. Vou're always in ſuch ſpirits. 
Mrs. Croak. We have jut come, my dear Honey- 


wood, from the auction. There was the old deaf dow- 
ager, as uſual, bidding like a fury, againſt herſelf. 

And then ſo curious in antiques ! herſelf the moſt ge- 
nuine piece of antiquity in the whole collection. 

| Honey. Excuſe me, ladies, if ſome uneaſineſs from 

| friendſhip. makes me unfit to ſhare in this good hu- 

| mour ; I know you'll pardon me. 


Mrs. Croak, | vow he ſeeins as melancholy as 1 he 


had taken a doſe of my huſband this warning. Wel, 
if Richland here can pardon you, I muſt. | 
Miſs Rich. You would ſeem to inſinuate, madam, 


that J have particular reaſons for dan diſpoſed to re- 


fuſe it 
Mrs. Croak. Whatever l inſinuate, my dear, don't 


be ſo ready to wiſh an explanation. 


Miſs Rich. T own I ſhould be ſorry, Mr. Honey- 


wood's long friendſhip and mine ſhould be miſunder- 
ſtood. | 
| Honty: There's no anſwering for others, madam. But 
1 hope youll never find me preſuming to offer more 
than the moſt delicate friendſhip may readily allow. 


Te. 
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Miſs Rich. And I ſhall be prouder of ſuch a tribute 
from you than the moſt e profeſſions from 
others. | 

Honey. My o own ſentiments, madam : friendſhip is an 
diſintereſted commerce between equals ; love, an abject 
intercourſe between tyrants and ſlaves. 

Miſs Rich. And, without a compliment, I know none 
more diſintereſted or more capable of friendſhip than 
Mr. Honey wood. als PR 

| Mrs. Croak. And, indeed, I know nobody that has 
more friends, at leaſt among the ladies. Miſs Fruzz, 
Miſs Odbody, and Miſs Winterbottom praiſe him in all 
companies. As for Miſs Biddy TR ſhe's his pro- 
ſeſſed admirer. 


Miſs Rich. Indeed ! an admirer! 1 did not 3 ſir, 


| you were ſuch a favourite there. But is ſhe ſeriouſly ſo 
| handſome ? Is ſhe the mighty thing talked of? 


Honey. The town, madam, ſeldom begins to praiſe a 


lady's beauty, till ſhe's beginning to loſe it. Smiling.) 


| Mrs, Croak. But ſhe's reſolved never to loſe it, it 


' ſeems. For, as her natural face decays, her ſkill im- 
proves in making the artificial one. Well, nothing di- 


verts me more than one of thoſe fine, old, dreſſy things, 


| who thinks to conceal her age, by every where expoſing 
her perſon; ſticking herſelf up in the front of a ſide- 
| box; trailing through a minuet at Almack's ; and then, 


in the public gardens, looking ſor all the world like one 
of the painted ruins of the place. 

Honey. Every age has its admirers, ladies. While 
you, perhaps are trading among the warmer climates of 
youth, there ought to be ſome to carry on an uſeful 
commerce in the frozen latitudes beyond fifty. 
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| when I have ſo many terrors to oppreſs me? The fear of 
being detected by this family, and the apprehenſions of 
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Miſs Rich, But then the mortifications they muſt ſuf. 
fer before they can be fitted out for traffic. I have ſeen 
one of them fret an whole morning at her hair. dreſſer, 
when all the fault was her face. 33 . 

Honey. And yet, I'll engage, has carried that face at 
laſt to a very good market. This good-natur'd town, 


_ madam, has huſbands, like e to fit Oe: age, 
from fifteen to fourſcore. 


Mrs. Croak. Well, you're a dear good-natur'd creature, : 


But you know you're engaged with us this morning up- 
on a ſtrolling party. 
and the things; I believe! ſhall have buſineſs for you 
for the whole day. 


I want to ſhew Olivia the 3 


Honey. 1 am ſorry, madam, I have an appointment with 


Mr. Croaker, which it is impoſſible to put off. 


Mrs. Croak. W hat ! with my buſband ! Then Pm re- 


ſolved to take no refuſal. Nay, I proteſt you muſt, 
Vou know I never laugh ſo much as with you. 


Toney. Why, if I muft, I muſt. I'll fwear you have 


put me into ſuch ſpirits, | Well, do you find Jeſt, and II 
find laugh, I promiſe you. We'll wait for the chariot in 


the next room. [Exeun!. 


Enter LeonTixnE and Or1via, 


Leon. There they go, thoughtleſs and happy. My) 
deareſt Olivia, what would I give to ſee you capable of | i 
ſharing in their amuſements, and as chearful as they are. 

Oliv. How, my Leontine, how can I be chearful, Þ 


a cenſuring world, when I muſt be detected 
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Leont. The world ! my love, what can it ſay 7 At 
worſt it can only ſay that, being compelled by a merce- 


nary guardian to embrace a life you diſliked, you formed 


a reſolution of flying with the man of your choice ; that 
you confided in his honour, and took refuge in my fa- 


ther's houſe ; the only one where your's could remain 
without cenſure. | 


Oliv. But conſider, Leontine, your dilhediencs and 


my indiſcretion: your being ſent to France to bring 
home a ſiſter ; and, inſtead of a ſiſter, bringing home 


Leont. One dearer than a thouſand ſiſters. One that I 
am convinc'd will be equally dear, to the reſt of the fa- 
mily, when ſhe comes to be known. 

Oli. And that, I fear will ſhortly be. 
Leont. Impoſſible, till we ourſelves think proper to 


make the diſcovery. My ſiſter, you know, has been with 


her aunt, at Lyons, fince ſhe was a child, and you find 
every creature in the family takes you for her. 
Oliv. But may'nt ſhe write, may'nt her aunt write? 
Leont. Her aunt ſcarce ever writes, and all my ſiſter's 
letters are directed to me. 


Oliv. But won't your . Miſs Richland, for 


whom you know the old gentleman intends you, create 


a ſuſpicion? 
Leont. T here, there's my maſter-ſtroke, I have re- 


ſolved not to refuſe her; nay, an hour hence I have con- 


ſented to go with my ſather, to make her an offer of * 


heart and fortune. 


Oliv. Your heart and fortune ! 
Leont. Don't be alarmed, my deareſt. Can Olivia 
think ſo meanly of my honour, or my love as to ſuppoſe 
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I could ever TR. Tor happineſs from any but her? Ne, 
my Olivia, neither the force, nor, permit me to add, the 


delicacy of my paſſion, leave any room to ſuſpect me. 


I only offer Miſs Richland an heart, I am convincd ſhe | 

will refuſe ; as I am confident, that, without knowing it, 

her affections are fixed upon Mr. Honeywood. 

Oliv, Mr. Honey wood ! You'll excuſe my apprehen- 

ſions; but when your merits come to be put in the ba- 
lance— | 


 Leont. You view them with! too much partiality. How- 


ever, by making this offer, I ſhew a ſeeming compliance 

with my father's command; and perhaps, upon her re- 
 fufal, I may have his conſent to chuſe for myſelf. 

Oliv. Well, I ſubmit. And yet, my Leontine, I own, 


I ſhall envy her, even your pretended addrefles. T con- 


ſider every look, every expreſſion of your eſteem, as due 


only to me. This is folly perhaps: I allow it ; but it is 


natural to ſuppoſe, that merit which has made an im- 
preſſion on one's own heart, may be powerful over that 


of another. 


Leont. Don't, my life's treaſure, don't let us make 
imaginary evils, when you know we have ſo many rea] 


ones to encounter. At worſt, you know, if Miſs Rich- 


land ſhould conſent, or my father refuſe his pardon, it 


can but end in a trip to Scotland; and 
Enter Croar ER, 


Croak. Where hs you hos: hel ? I have 3 ſeek- 


ing you. My friend Honeywocd here, has been ſaying 
ſuch comfortable things. Ah! he s an example indeed. 
| Where 1 is he! ?I left him here, | 


— 
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Lent. Sir, J believe you may ſee him, and hear him 
too in the next room : he s preparing to go out with. 


the ladies. 


Croak. Good gracious, can 1 believe my eyes or my | 
ears! I'm ſtruck dumb with his vivacity, and ſtunn'd 
with the loudneſs of his laugh. Was there ever ſuch a 
transformation! (A laugh behind the , Crinhie ms 
micks it.) Ha ha! ha! there it goes: a plague take 


| their balderdaſli; yet I could expect nothing lefs, when 


my precious wife was of the party, On my conſcience, 
believe, ſhe could ſpread an borſclapgh. thro? the 


pews of a tabernacle. 


Leont. Since you find ſo many objeQtions toa with ſir, 


how can you be ſo earneſt i in recommending one to me ? 


Croak. I have told you, and tell you again boy, that | 


Miſs Richland's fortune muſt not go out of the family ; ; 


one may find comfort i in the money, whatever one does 


| in the wiſe. 


Leont. But, fir, tho}, in obedience to your dee 1 am 
ready to marry her; it may be pollivle, ſhe has no incli- 5 


nation to me. 


Croak. PH tell you o once for all PEP it ſtands. A good 
| part of Miſs Richland's large fortune conſiſts in a claim 


upon government, which my good friend, Mr. Lofty, aſ- 
| ſures me the treaſury will allow. One half of this ſhe 


| is to forfeit, by her father's will in cafe ſhe refuſes to 
marry you. So, if ſhe rejects you, we ſeize half her 
fortune; if ſhe accepts you, v we ſeize the whole, and a | 


| fine girl into the bargain, 
* Leont, But, fir, if you will but lifes to reaſon— 
Croak. Come, then, produce your reaſons. I tell you 


I'm fx'd, determined, ſo now produce your reaſons, 
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When I'm determin'd I always liften to reaſon, because 
it can then do no harm. 
Leont. You have alledged that a mutual Se wWas 
the firſt requiſite in matrimonial happiness. 
 __ Croak, Well, and you have both of you a mutual 
choice. She has her choice—to marry you, or loſe half 
her fortune ; and you have your choice to marry her, 
or pack out of doors without any fortune at all. 
Leont. An only fon, fir, might expect more indulgence. 
Croak. An only father, fir, might expect more obedi- 
ence ; beſides, has not your ſiſter here, that never diſo- 
bliged me in her life, as good a right as you? He's a tad 
dog, Livy, my dear, and would take all from you. But 
he than't, I tell you he ſhan't, for you ſhall have your 


mare. 

Oliv. Dear fir, I wiſh you'd be bebe that I can 
never be happy in any econ to my fortune, which ls 
taken from his. 

Coat. Well, well, it's a PR child, ſo fag no more; 
but come with me, and we ſhall ſee ſomething that will 
give us a great deal of pleaſure, I promiſe you ; old 
| Ruggins, the curry-comb-maker, lying in ſtate; I'm 
old he makes a very handſome corpſe, and becomes 
| tis coffin prodigiouſly. He was an intimate friend of 
mine, and theſe are friendly things we > ought to do for 
each other. ( Exeunt 
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ACT THE. $8.E-CON-D.: 
SCE N E, Cx o Ak E Ns due 
Mifs Ricu LAND, GAR NE T. 


Miſe Richland. 


Or 1v1a not bis: ſiſter? Olivia not Leontine's | 


ſiſter? You amaze me! 


Gar. No more his fiſter than 1 am? 1 bed! it all from | 


his own ſervant: I can get any thing from that quar- 
ter. I „„ „ 

Miſs Rich. But how ? Tell me again, Garnet. 
Gar. Why, madam, as I told you before, inftead of 


going to Lyons, to bring home his ſiſter, who has been 
there with her aunt theſe ten years; he never went fur- 
| ther than Paris; there he ſaw and fell in love with this 
| young lady, by the bye, of a prodigious family. 

| Miſs Rich, And brought her home to my guardian, as 
his daughter ? 


Gar. Yes 1 his daughter the 1 be. If he os t 


confent to their marriage, they talk of trying what ; ' 
| Scotch parſon can do. 


Miſs Rich, Well, | own they have deceived he 
ſo demurely as Olivia carried it too! Would you believe 
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it, Garnet, I told her all my ſecrets; and yet the {ly 
cheat concealed all this from me? 

Sar. And, upon my word, madam, I don't much 
blame her; ſhe was loath to truſt one with her ſecrets 
that was ſo very bad at keeping her own. 

Miſs Rich. But to add to their deceit, the young 
gentleman it ſeems, pretends to make me ſerious pro- 
poſals. My guardian and he are to be here preſently, 
to open the affair in form, You know I am to loſe half 
my fortune if I refuſe him. 

Sar. Yet, what can you do? For being, as you are 
in love with Mr. Honeywood, madani— 

Miſs Rich. How ! idiot; what do you mean? In love 
with Mr, Honeywood ! Is this to provoke me ? 

Gar. That is, madam, in friendſhip with him; J 
meant nothing more than HARE as * * to be 
married; nothing more. 

_ Miſs Rich. Well, no more of this ! As to my zuar- 
dian, and his ſon, they ſhall find me prepared to receive 
them; Pm reſolved to accept their propoſal with ſeem- 
ing pleaſure, to mortify them by compliance, and 0 
throw the refuſal at laſt upon them. 

Gar. Delicious! and that will ſecure your whole for- 
tune to yourſelf, Well, who could have thought fo 
innocent a face could cover ſo much cuteneſs ! : 

Miſs Rich. Why, girl, I only oppoſe my prudence to 
their cunning, and practiſe a leſſon they have taught me 
againſt themſelves. 

Sar. Then you're likely not t long to want employ- 
ment, for here they come, and in cloſe conference. 
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Enter CRoaKeR, LEONTINE. 


Leon, Excuſe me, fir, if 1 ſeem to heſitate upon 
the point of . to the lady ſo important a ag 


tion. 


it ſeems—Miſs Richland, my dear, I believe you gueſs 


at our buſineſs ; an affair which my ſon here comes 
to open, that nearly concerns your happineſs, 


Miſs Rich. Sir, 1 ſhould be ungrateful not to be 


Croak. How, boy, could you deſire a finer opening ? 
Why don't you begin, A To Leont. ) 

Leont. Tis true, madam, my father, madam, has 
ſome intentions hen—of explaining an affai— Wh. ch 
—himſelſ—can beſt explain, madam. 

Creak. Ves, my dear; it comes entirely from my ba ; 


it's all a requeſt of his own, madam. And 1 will permit 
him to make the beſt of tt. | 


Leont. The whole affair is only this, madam ; my fa- 


ther has a propoſal to make, which he inſiſts none but 


himſelf ſhall deliver. 


Croak, My mind miſzives me, the fellow 2 never 
be brought on (%) In ſhort, madam, you ſee be- 


fore you one that loves you; one whole whole happi- 


neſs is all in you. 


Croak, Lord! good ſir, moderate your fears; you're 
ſo plaguy ſhy, that one would think you had changed 
ſexes. I tell you we muſt have the half or the whole. 
Come, let me ſee with what ſpirit you begin? Well, 
why don't you? Eh! What? Well then II muſt, 


| pleaſed with any thing that comes recommended by 
you. | Ek. OY | 


- — — 


PLIES — 


— 


— 


4 — 
FO — anon tion r= 
\ =_— 3 * 


ay — — 


— — — b 
— —U— —— —-—-—¼ — —— — — ——— 
e To To — 
8 1 


| 108 THE GOOD-NATUR” D MAN : 


Miſs Rich. 1 never had any doubts of your regard, 
fir; and I hope you can have none of duty. 

Croal. That's not the thing, my little ſwoeting| 

my love! No, no, another gueſs lover than I; there 


he ſtands, madam, his very looks declare the force of his 
paſſion 


Call up a look, you dog But then, had 
you ſeen him, as I have, weeping, ſpeaking ſoliloquies 
and blank verſe, ſometimes e and e 
abſen . 

Miſs Rich. 1 fear, fir, he's abſent now; or - ſuch a 
declaration would have come moſt properly from him- 
ſelf. | 
| Croat, Himſelf ! aka he would ths 1 he 


: | could make ſuch a confeſſion ; and if he had not a chan- 


nel for his paſſion thro' me, it would ere now x have 
drowned his underſtanding. 
Miſs Rich. J muſt grant, fir, there are attraQtions | in 


modeſt diffidence above the force of words. A ſilent 


addreſs is the genuine eloquence of ſincerity. 
_ Croak, Madam, he has forgot to ſpeak any other 
language; filence is become his mother tongue. 
Miſs Rich. And it muſt be confeſſed, fir, it ſpeaks 
very powerfully in his favour. And yet I ſhould be 
thought too forward in making ſuch a conf. Hoh 5 than! 
I, Mr. Leontine ? £ 
Leon. Confuſion ! my reſer ve will undo me. Bur, if 
modeſty attracts her, impudence may diſguſt her, Vl! 
try. (Aſide.) Don't imagine from my filence, madam, 
that I want a due ſenſe of the honour and happineſs in- 
| tended me. My father, madam, tells me, your humble 
| ſervant is not totally indifferent to you. He admires 


— wat BY wa — — 


| fers, if they love money? aſk= 


I you; J. adore you; and when we come together; upon 
my ſoul I believe we ſhall be the OT e in all 
| St. James' „ 
| Miſs Rich. If | could flatter myſelf, you thought as 
you ſpeak, fir | 


Leoni. Doubt my bey 3 By your dear 


ſelf I ſwear. Aſk the brave, if they deſire glory ? aſk 
cowards, if they covet ſafety —_—_— 


Croak. Well, well, no more queſtions about. it. 
Leont. Aſk the ſick if they long for health ? alk mi- 


Croak. Aſk a fool, if he can talk nonſenſe! What 1 


come over the boy ? What fignifies aſking, when 
| there's not a ſoul to give you an anſwer ? If you would 
| alk to the purpoſe, alk this Oy: 8 conſent to make © you 


| bappy. 


Miſs Rich: Why, indeed, fir, his uncommon ardour 


| almoſt compels me, forces me to comply. And yet I'm 


afraid he'll deſpiſe a conqueſt gained with too much 


| eaſe; won't you, Mr, Leontine ? 


Leont. Confuſion! (A. de.) O, by no means, ma- 


ö dam, by no means. And yet, madam, you talk'd of 
force. There is nothing I would avoid ſo much 
as compulſion in a thing of this kind. No, madam, 
* ] will Quill be generous, and leave you at liberty to. 
| refuſe. Pens 
| - Croak. But I tell you, fir, the lady is not at liberty, — 
9 It's a match. You ſee The ſays nothing. Silence 1 
, conſent. 


Leont. But, fir, ſhe talked of force. Conſider fir, 


: tbe cruelty of conftraining her nclinatuons 
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Croat. But! ſay there is no cruelty. Don't t you hn 
blockhead, that girls have always a round about way of 
ſaying yes before company? So get you both gone to- 
gether into the next room, and hang him that interrupts 
the tender explanation. Get you gone, 1 fay u not 
hear a work. 

Leon. But, fir, I muſt beg leave to infil—— 
Croal Get off, you puppy, or I'Il beg leave to infif 
upon knocking you down. Stupid whelp. But! dont 
IVE wp boy takes entirely after his mother. 

[Brent miſs ae and Leont. 


Enter Mrs. Croaken, 


Mrs. Croak Mr. Croaker, I bring you ; fomething, my 
dear, that I believe will make you ſmile. | 

| Croak. I'll hold you auinea of that, my dear. 

Mrs. Croak. A letter; and, as 1 knew the had: | 
_ ventured to open it. 


Croak, And how can you POP your breaking open 


my letters ſhould give me pleaſure ? 

| Mrs. Creoak. Poo, it's from your ſiſter at Lyons and 
contains good news: read It. 

Creak. What a Freachitied cover is here! That ſiſter 
of mine has ſome good qualities, but 1 could never teach 
her to fold a letter. 

Mrs. Croak. Fold a ddieſtick. Read what! it con- 
tains. 

 Croak, (reading. © Dear Nick, An Engliſh gentle 

© man, of large fortune, has for ſome time made private, 
« « tho honourable propoſals to your daughter Olivia, Thy 
$ love each other tender, and J find ſhe has conſenteh, 
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© evithout letting any of the fumily know, 10 crown his ad- 


| © dreſſes. As ſuch good offers don't come ex ry day. your 


* 007 good ſenſe, hi large fortune and fami'y confrderati- 
F ons will e to forgive Ber. | 
© Yours ever, 


| *Racuer CROAK TR. 
My daughter, Olivia, privately contracted to a man of 
large fortune! This is good news indeed. My hear 


| never foretold nie of this. And yet, how Nity the little 
| baggage has carried it Gince the came home. Not a 
word on't to the old ones for the world. Vet [ ought 
| I faw ſomething the wanted to conceal. 


Mrs. Croak, Well, if they have concealed their 


| amour, they ſhan' t conceal! their wedding that ſhall be 
public I'm reſolved. On 


Croak. I tell thee, woman, the acting is the woſt 


| fooliſh part of the ceremony, I can never get this wo— 


man to think of the moſt ſerious part of the Ces vr en- 
gagement. e 


Mrs. Croak. What, would you doe me think of 


their funeral? But come, tell me, my dear, dor't you 


owe more to me than you care to contets? Weyld 
you have ever been known to Mr. Lofty who aas 
undertaken Miſs Richland's claim at the treafury, 
but for me? Who was it firſt made him an acquaint. 
ance at lady Shabbaroon's rout *? | Who got him to 
promiſe us his intereſt? Is not he a back-ſtairs fa- 
yourite, one that can do what he pleaſes with "thoſe _ 
that do what they pleaſe ? Isn't he an acquaintance 
that all your groaning and lamentations could never 
have got us | 
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| Creoak, He is a man of importance, I grant you, 
And yet, what amazes me is, that while he is giving 
away places to all the world, he can't get one for 
himſelf. 

Mrs. Croah, That perhaps may be owing to his nicety, 
Great men are not eaſily ſatisfied. 


Enter FRENCH SERVANT, 


Serv. An expreſſe from Monſieur Lofty. He vil be 
vait upon your honour's inſtrammant. He be only 
giving four five inſtruction, read two three memonai, 
call upon von ambaſſadeur. He vil be vid you in one 
tree minutes. = | 
Mrs. Croak. You ſee now, my dear. What an exter- 
five department ! Well, friend, let your maſter know, 
| that we are extremely honoured by this honour. Was 
there any thing ever in a higher ſtyle of breeding! 
All meſſages among the great are now done by expreſs. 
Croal. To be ſure, no man does little things with 
more ſolemnity, or claims more reſpe& than he. But 
he's in the right on't. Ia our bad world, reſpc& | is 
given, where reſpect is chaim'd, 

Mrs. Croak. Never mind the world, my dear; you 
were never in a pleafanter place i in your life. Let us 
now think of receiving him with proper reſpact Ca loud 

rapping at the door and there he is by the thunderiag 
 Groak, Ay, vetily, there he is; as cloſe upon the heels 
of his own expreſs, as an indorſement upon the back of 
a bill. Well, Il leave you to receive him, whilſt I go 
to chide my little Olivia for intending to ſteal a marriage 


A COMEDY, 113 
without mine or her aunt's conſent, 1 wun ſeem to be 
angry, or ſhe too may begin to deſpiſe my authority. 

[Exit, 


Enter LorTYy, ſpeaking to his ſervant. 


_ Lofty. And if the Venetian ambaſſador, or that teazing 
creature the marquis, ſhould call, Pm not at home. 
Dan!me, I'll be pack-horſe to none of them. My dear 
madam, I have juſt ſnatched a moment. — And if the 
expreſſes to his grace be ready, let thembeſent off; they're 
of importance. Madam, I aſk a thouſand * 

Mrs. Croak. Sir, this honour— 

Lofty. And Dubardieu! if the perſon calls about the 
commiſſion, let him know that it is made out. As for 
lord Cumbercourt's tale requeſt, it can keep cold: you 
underſtand me. Madam, I aſk ten thouſand Kannen. 

Mrs. Croak. Sir, this honour 

Lofty. And, Dubardien ! if the man comes from the 


| Cornith borough, you muſt do him; you mult do him, I 


ſay. Madam, I aſk ten thouſand pardons. And if the 
Ruffian—ambafſidor calls: but he will ſcarcely call to- 


day, I believe. And now, madam, I have juſt got time 


to exprets my a ppineſs in having the honour of being 


| permitted to brot is myſelt your moſt obedient humble 
| ſervant. 


Mrs. Croak. Sir, the happlach and honour are all 
mine; and yet, I'm only bing the public while I de- 


| tain you. 


Lifty. Sink the public. madam, when he fair are to 
be attended. Ah, could all my hours be ſo charmingly 
| G2 


— 
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devoted ! Sincerely, don't you pity us poor creatures in 
affairs? Thus it is eternally ; folicited for places here, 
teazed for penſions there, and courted every where, I 
know you pity me. Yes, I ſee you do. 
Mrs. Croat. Excuſe me, fir. Tolls of empires 5 
ſures are, as Waller ſays. 
_ Lofty. Waller, Waller; is be of the houſe? 
Mrs. Croak, The modern poet of that name, fir. 
| Lofty. Oh, a modern! We men of buſineſs deſpiſe the 
moderns; and as for the ancients, we have no time to 
read them. Poetry is a pretty thing enough for our 
wives and daughters ; but not for us. Why now, here 
I ſtand that know nothing of books; I ſay, madam, | 
know nothing of books; and yet, I believe, upon a land- 
carriage fiſhery, a ſtamp- act, or a jag-hire, I can tal; 
my two hours without feeling the want of them. | 
Mrs. Croak. The world is no ſtranger to Mr. any, 1 
eminence in every capacity, _ . 
Lofty. I vow to gad, madam, you make me bluſh F 
| Tm nothing, nothing, nothing in the world ; a mere ab- 
ſcure gentleman. Io be ſure, indeed, one or two of t 
the preſent miniſters are pleaſed to reprefent me as a ſor- | 
midable man. I know they are pleaſed to be- ſpatter me 
at all their little dirty levees. Yet, upon my ſoul, | 
wonder what they lee in mie to treat me fo ! Meaſures, 
not men, have always been my mark ; and I vow, by all 


to _ 


| 0 
that's honourable, my reſentment has never done the 
men, as mere men, any manner of harm— that is as mere 

men. | | 
ſc 


Mrs. Croak. What | importance, and yet what mo- 
Leſiy! : 


ele 


mo- 
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Lf 'y. Oh, if you talk of modeſty, madam ! there 1 


own, I'm acceſſible to praiſe : modeſty is my ſoible : 
was ſo the duke of Brentford uſed to ſay of me. 105 


Jack Lofty, he uſed to ſay: no man has a finer know 


edge of things; quite a man of information; and when 
he ſpeaks upon his legs, by the Lord he's prodigious, he 
ſcouts them; and yet all men have their faults; too 
much modeſty is his, ſays his grace, 

Mrs. Croak, And yet, I dare ſay, you don't want t al. 
ſurance when you come to ſolicit for your friends. 

Lyfty. O, there indeed I'm in Bronze. Apropos, I 
have juſt been mentioning Miſs Richland's caſe to a cer- 
tain perſonage z we mutt name no names, When I aſk 


{ am not to be put off, madam. No, no, I take my 


friend by the button. A fine girl, fir ; great juſtice in 


| her caſe, A friend of mine. Borough intereſt, Buſi- 


nels mult be done, Mr. Secretary. 1 ſay, Mr. Secretary, 


her butineſs muſt be done, fir. That's my way, madam. 


Mrs. Croak. Bleſs me! you {aid all this to che ſccre- 


tary of ſtate, did you ? 


Lifty. 1 did not fay the ſecretary, id 1? Well , curſe 


| it, ſince you have found me out 1 will not deny it. It 
was to the ſecretary, . 
Mrs. Croak. This was going to the ſountain-head at 
| once, not applying to the undeiſtrappers, AS Mir, Honey- 


wood would have had us. 


Lofty. Honeywood ! he ! he! He was, indeed a fine 


ſolicitor. I ſuppoſe you have heard what has Ju hap- 
pened to him? 


Mrs. Croat. Poor dear man ; no accident, . | 
Lifty. Uadone, madam, that's all. His creditors have 
taken him into cuſtody. A priloner in his own houſe. 


\ — 1 
— 4 \ bY IT "OE 


{ 
144 | l 3 
\ yY 
\ = 
1 o 
N | 
18 * 
189 = 
4 | * 
1 þ 
j * 
i 19. 
* bo "_ 
i : _— 
WH 3 3 
Wo Ma 
* bl o 
* - — 
10 Þ 
* F 
F \ 
x 5 6 
i 7 
ot i 
11 
_ 1, U 
3 : 
i _ 
kk 1 
G 4. 
=_ ny 
[A 
} 
D ” G 
* Of 
74 1 
" FT = 
1 
a tf 
_ 
* 1 2 
1 
* 
r 
31141 
1 
Th 
rl 
Ll 
(a 
o 
= 
q 
- 
7 
Fan 
Te 
17 
At 
41 
= 
, 
SH 
nn 
0 = 
+l n 
99 
265 
” 
"J- 
| = 
Pike 
»y 
LR 
1 
3 
” 
i 
} 
ou 
- x 
j . 
bl 
=_ 


{ 
1 
Ll 
F;” 
'v 
4 
| t 
A 
* 
* 
of 
* 
Wy 
} 
q « 
$4 
*Þ 
7 
ti - 
bis 
$4 i 
it] o 
« 
* 
1 \ 
163 
= 
* = 
14 
1 
oY 
o 
7 
Fol 
55 
3 
> &. 
n 
"TY 
$ * 
4s 
45 
bo 
142 
: x 
* 
I 15 
* 
64> Z 
3 7 > TY 
11 
bY 1 
_ 
311 
11 
; "=4 it 
„ * 
1 1 $7] 
1 oy 
1 
| * 
17 
"If 
dis 
15 
: . 
f thi © 
a tn 4 
Fr ft} 
4 
1 
24 
Ny 3 
*1 
2 4 
«& jt! 
5 02 
{ * 
1 
+. 
32 
3 
i N "4 * 
* 


— — 
— » —U— 2 — — oo 2 — 


116 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


| Mrs. Croak. A priſoner in his own | houſe [ How ! At 
this very time! Pm quite unhappy for him. | 

Lofty. Why ſo am I. The wan, to be fire ws im. 
menſely good-natur'd. But then I could never find that 
he had any thing in him. 

Mrs. Croak. His manner, to be ſure, was exceſſive 
barmleſs; ſome, indeed, thought it a little dull. For 
my part | always conceal'd my opinion, | 

Lofty. It can't be concealed, madam ; the man was 
dull. dull as the laſt new comedy ! A poor impracti cable 
creature ! I iried once or twice to know if he was fit for 


: buſiaels ; 3 but he had ſcarce taleats to be . 


to an orange barrow. 


Mrs. Croak, EI. differently does Miſs Richland think 


of him ! For, 1 believe, Wich all his faults, he loves 


him 


Lofiy, Loves him! does Py You ſhould cure 10 of 


that by all means. Let me ſee; what if the were ſent 
to him this inſtant, in his preſent doleful fituation ? My 
life for it, that works her cure. Diſtreſs is a perfect 
antidote to love. Suppoſe we join her in the next 


room? Miſs Richland is a fine girl, has a fine fortune, 
and muſt not be thrown away. Upon my honour, ma- 
dam, I have a regard for Miſs Richland ; and, rather 


than ſhe ſhould be thrown away, I ſhould think it no 
indignity to marry her myſelf. Exeunt. 


Enter Oliv 1A and LEONTIN E. 


Leont And yet, truſt me, Olivia, I had every reaſon to 
expect Miſs Richland's refuſal, as 1 did every thing in 
my power to deſerve it. Her indelicacy ſurprizes me: 


Oliv. Sure, Leontine, there's nothing b indelicate in 
being ſenſible of your merit. If fo, I fear, I ſhall be the 
moſt guilty thing alive. BEI 155 


Leont. But you miſtake, my dear, The ſame attenti- 
on I uſed to advance my merit with you, I practiſed to 


leſſen it with her. What more could I do? _ 
Oliv. Let us now rather conſider what's to be done, 
We have both diſſembled too long—l have always been 


aſhamed—T am now quite weary of it. Sure I. 
could never have undergone ſo much for any other but 


you. 


ſorſake us, Olivia, we can draw upon content for the 
deficiencies of fortune. 


Oliv. Then why ſhould 1 we defer our (cheine of hum 
ble happineſs, when it is now in our power? I may be 


the favourite of your father, it is true ; but can it ever 


be thought, that his preſent kindneſs to a ſuppoſed 


child, will continue to a known deceiver ? 

| Leont, | have many reaſons to believe it will. As his 
attachments are but few, they are laſting. His own 
marriage was a Plivate one, as ours may be. Beſides, I 
have ſounded him already at a diſtance, and find all his 
anſwers exaQly to our wiſh. Nay, by an expreſſion or 


two that dropped from hum, I 2m induced to think he 


knows of this affair. 


Olio. Indeed! But that would be an > happineſs too 


great to be expected. 


Leont. However it be, I'm certain you have power 
over him; and am perſuaded, if you informed him of our 


uation, that he would be diſpoſed to pardon it. 
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L.eont. And you ſhall find my gratitude equal to your 
kindeſt compliance. Tho' our friends ſhould totally 
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118 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN : 


Oliv. You had equal expectations, Leontine, from 


your laſt ſcheme with Miſs Richland, which you find has 
| ſucceeded moſt wretchedly. 


Leont, And that's the beſt reaſon for trying another, 

Oliv. If it muſt be fo, I ſubmit, | 

Leont. As we could with, he comes this way. Now, 
my deareſt Olivia, be reſolute. I'll juſt retire within 
hearing, to come in at a proper time, either to ſhare 


[ Exit, 
Enter CROAKER, 


Croeh. Yes, I mult forgive her; and yet not too eaſily, 


neither. It will be proper to keep up the decorums of 
reſentment a little, if it be only to impreſs her with an 


idea of my authority. 

Oliv. How I tremble to approach him N I 
preſume, fir—If I interrupt you 

Croak. No, child, where I have an affection, it is not 


a little thing can interrupt me. Affection gets over lit- 


tle things. 8 . 
Oliv. Sir, you're too kind. I'm ſenſible how 11] I de- 
ſerve this partiality. Yet, heaven Knows, there | is no- 
thing I would not do to gin it. : 
Crook. And you have but too well ſucceeded, you lit- 


tle huſſe y you. With thoſe endearing ways of yours, on 


my conſcience, I could be brought to forgive any thing, 
unleſs it were a very great offence indeed. 
Oliv. But mine is ſuch an offence—W hen you know 


my guilt—Yes, you ſhall know it, tho' I feel the grout” 


eſt pain in the contelfion. 
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Croul. Why then, if it be 10 very great a pain, you 
may ſpare yourſelf the trouble ; for L know every ſylla- 
ble of the matter before you begin. 

Oliv. Indecd ! then I'm undone. 

Croak, Ay, miſs, you wanted to ſteal a match, without 
lotting me know it, did you! But, I'm not worth being 
conſulted, I ſuppoſe, when there's to be a marriage in 
my own family. No, I'm to have no hand in the diſpo- 
al of my own children. No, I'm nobody, I'm to be a 
mere article of family lumber ; a piece of crack'd china 
to be ſtuck up in a corner. 5 

Oliv. Dear ſir, nothing but the dread of your autho- | 
tity could induce us to conceal it from you. | 

Croak, No, no, my conſequence is no more ; Pm as lit- 
tle minded as a dead Ruſſian in winter, juft ſtruck up 


with a pipe in his mouth til! there comes a haw-——It 
goes to my heart to vex her. 


Oliv. I was prepared, fir, for your anger, and deſpair- 


ed of pardon, even while 1 preſumed to aſk it, But 


your ſeverity ſhall never abate my affection, as my ws 


| niſhment is but juſtice. 


 Croak. And yet you ſhould not Geſpair neither, Livy, 


We ought to hope all for the beſt, 


Oliv. And do you permit me to hope, fir ! Can Lever 


expect to be forgiven ! ! But hope nas to long deceis ed 
me. | 


Croak. Why how. child, it ſhan't deceive you now, 

| for | forgive you this very moment, ] forgive you all ; 
and now you are indeed ny daughter. 
Oliv. O tranſport ! This kindneſs overpowers me. 


Croak | was always againſt ſeverity to our childien 
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| 120 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


We have been young and ziddy ourſelves, and we can't | 
expect boys and girls to be old before their time. 


—— — 
— > — - --- 22 -» 
* 


Oliv. What generoſity ! But can you forget the many | 
falſchoods, the diſſimulation 
Croak, You did indeed diſſemble, you urchin you; ; but 


where” s the girl that won t diff: mble for an huſband ! My 
wife and I had never heen married if we had not diſſem- 
bled a little beforehand. 55 


Oliv. It ſhall be my future care never to out wel ge- 
neroſity to a ſecond trial. And as for the partner of 


my offence and folly, from his native honour, and the 
juſt ſenſe he has of his duty, I can anſwerrfor him tha. 


| Enter LeonTrx b. 


1 permit kim 1 to b for himſelf, (Kneeling) | 
Thus, fir, let me ſpeak my gratitude for this unmerited 


forgiveneſs. Yes, fir, this even exceeds all your former 


tenderneſs : J now can boaſt the moſt indulzent of fa- 
| thers. The life he gave, compared to this, was but a 
trifling bleſſing. 


Creak, And, good tir, who ſent for. you, with that 
fine tragedy face, and flouriſhing manner? I dor't 
know what we have to do with you? zratitude upon 
this occaſion. 

Leont. How, fir! Is it poſſible t to be ſilent, when 10 


much obliged! Would you refuſe me the pleaſure of 


being grateſul! of adding my thanks to my Olivia's ! of 
ſharing in the tranſports that you have thus occaſioned ? 
| Croak, Lord, fir, we can be happy enough, without 
your coming i in to make up the party. I don't knew 
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what's the matter with the boy all this day ; he has got 


Leont, Bur, fir, I that have ſo large a part in the bene- 


ft, is it not my duty to ſhew my joy? Is the being ad- 
mitted to your favour ſo flight an obligation? Is the hap- 
pineſs of marrying my Olivia fo ſinall a bleſſing ? 
Crab. Marrying Olivia! marrying Olivia! marrying 
his own filter ! Sure the boy is out of his ſenſes. His 
own ſiſter ! 5 . 
Leont. My ſiſter! 
Oliv. Siſter! How have [ been miſtaken ! 4 [Afece. 
Leont. Some curs d miſtake in all this J find. 


[Afde. 


Croak. What does the booby mean, or has he any 


meaning. Eh, what do you mean, you blockhead you? : 


Leont, Mean, ſir Why, ſir only when my ſiſter is to 
be married, that T have the pleaſure of 1 marrying her, fir, 


that js, of giving her MAT ſrr—1 bave made a point of 


it. 


Croak.. ©, Is ak all. Give her away. You have 


made a point of it, Then you had as good make a point 
of firſt giving away yourſelf, as J am going to prepare the 


writings between you and Mils Richland this very mi- 
nute. What a fuis is here about nothing! Why, what $ 
the matter now ?. thought I had made you at jeaſt as 
happy as you could with. 

Oe O! ves, tr, very happy. 


Croab. D. yau forelee any thing, child? You look as 
j if you did. I think if any thing was to be foreſeen, | 
lave as {harp a look out as another: and yet I foreſee 
þ nothing, | ns | [ Exit. 
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122 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


LEONTINE, OLIVIA. 


Oliv. What can it mean? 

Leont. He knows mane | and yet for my life! 
can't tell what. | "For | 

Oliv, It can't be the connexion between us, I'm 
pretty certain. 


Leont. Whatever it be, my deareſt, I'm reſolv'd to put 


it out of fortune's power to repeat our mortification, 
It hafte, and prepare for our. journey to Scotland this 
very evening. My friend Honey wood has promis'd me 
his advice and aſſiſtance. I'll go to him, and repoſe our 


diſtreſſes on his friendly boſom : and I know ſo much of 


his honeſt heart, that if he can't relieve our uneaſineſſes, 
he will atleaſt ſhare them, =: > TENOR: 


pr 


A COMEDY, 


ACT. THE THIRD: 
Sens, Yours Hontvywoop's houſe. 


BarLire, HoneEywoop, FoLLower. 


5% Liooky, fir, I have arreſted as good men ag 


you in my time: no diſparagement of you neither, 


Men that would go forty guineas on a game of cribbage. 
I challenge the town to ſhew a man in more genteeler 


practice than myſelf. 


Honey. Without all queſtion Mr. —. Iforget your 


name, fir ? 


Bail. How can you forget what you never knew ? 
he, he, he. | 

Honey. May I beg ave: to aſk your name? 

Bail. Yes, you may. 

Honey. Then, pray fir, what is your name, fir ? 


Bail. That I didn't promiſe to tell you. He, he he. 


A joke breaks no bones, as we may fay among us that 
practiſe the law. ; 


| Honey. You may have reaſon for keeping | it a ſecret 
| perhaps ? 


Bail. The law does nothing 8 reaſon. I'm 


aſham'd to tell my name to no man, fir. If you can 
| thew cauſe, as why, upon a ſpecial capus, that I ſhould 
prove my name—But, come, Timothy Twitch is my 


name. And, now you know my name, what have you 


to fay to that 2 
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124 Tr GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


floney Nothing i in the world, good Mr. Twitch, but 


that I have a favour to aſk, that's all. 


Bail. Ay, favours are more eaſily aſked than grant- 
ed, as we ſay among us that practiſe the law. I have 


taken an oath againſt granting favours. Welt you 


have me perjure myſelf? 


Honey. But my requeſt will come recommended! in ſo 
ſtrong a manner, as, I believe, you'll have no ſcruple 


(pulling out bis purſe) The thing is only this : I believe 


I ſhall be able to diſcharge this trifle in two or three 


days at fartheſt ; but as J would not have the affair 
known for the world, I have thoughts of keeping you 
and your good friend here, about me till the debt is 

diſcharged ; for which I ſhall be properly grateful, 
Bail. Oh! that's another! maxum, and altogether with- 
in my oath, For certain, if an honeſt man is to get any 
thing by a thing, there” s no reaſon why al things ſhou!d 
not be done in eien 


Honey. Doubtleſs, all trades muſt live, Mr. Twitch 


and yours is a neceſſary one. (Gives him money.) 
Bail. On] your honour; I hope your honour takes 


nothing amils as J does, as I does nothing but my duty 


in ſo doing. I'm ſure no man can ſay I ever give a 


gentleman, that was a gentleman, ill uſage. If I ſaw 
that a gentleman was a gentleman, I have taken mo- 
ney not to ſee him for ten weeks together, 

Honey. Tendernefs is a virtue, Mr. Twitch. 

Bail. Ay, fir, it's a perfe& treaſure, I love to fee a 
gentleman with a tender heart, I don't know but! 


think I have a tender heart myſelf, If all that J have 
loſt by my heart was put together, it would make a 
but no matter for that. | 


Ve 


gratitude of the world can never deprive us of the con- 
ſcious happineſs of having acted with humanity our- 
ſelves. 1 
Bail. Humanity, ſir, is a jewel. It's better than 5 
I love humanity. People may ſay, that we, in our 
way, have no humanity ; but Vl ſhew you my huma- 


nity this moment. There's my ſollower, here, little 


Flanigan, with a wife and four children, a guinea or 


two would be more to him, than twice es much to 


another. Now, as I can't ſhew him any humanity 
myſelf, I muſt beg leave you'll do it for me. 


Honey. 1 afſure you, Mr. Twitch, yours is a moſt pow-- 
erful recommendation. (Giving money to the follower. ) 


Bail. Sir, you're a gentleman. I fee you know what 


todo with your money. But, to buſineſs: we are to be 
| with you here as your friends, I ſuppoſe. But ſet in 
| caſe company comes. — Little Flanigan here, to be ſure, 
has a good face; a very good face: but then, be is a 
| little ſeedy, as we ſay among us that practiſe the 
| law, Not well in cloaths. Smoke the pocket-holes. 


Honey, Weil, that ſhall be remedied without delay. 
Enter SERVANT. 


1 Sir, Miss Richland i 15 — 


| Toney. How unlucky! Detain her a moment, We 
| muſt improve my good friend, litile Mr. Flanigan's ap- 
| pearance firſt. Here, let Mr. Flanigan have a ſuit of 


my cloaths—quick—the brown and ſilver Do you hear? 


Serv. That your honour gave away to the begging | 
gentleman that makes verſes, becauſe it was as good as 


news 
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Honey. Dow: t account 1t loſt, Mr. Twitch. The in- 
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Honey. The white and gold then.” 


| Serv, That, your honour, 1 made bold to ſel : 


. becavſe it was good for nothing. 


Honey. Well, the firſt that comes to hand then. The 


blue and gold then. I believe Mr. Flanigan will look 
beſt in blue. [Exit Flanigan. 
Bail. Rabbit me, but little Flanigan will look well in 


any thing. Ah, if your honour knew that bit of fleſh. 


as well as I do, you'd be perfectly in love with him. 


There's not a prettier ſcout in the four counties after a | 


ſhy-cock than he ; ſcents like a hound; flicks like a 


 weazle, He was maſter of the ceremonies to the black 


queen of Morocco, when I took him to follow me. (Re- 
enter Flanigan.) Heh, ecod, I think he looks fo well, 
that I don't care if 1 have a ſuit from the fame place 


for myſelf. 
Honey. Well, well, I hear the lady coming. Dear 


Mr. Twitch, I beg you'll give your friend directions not 
to ſpeak. As for yourſelf, I know you will ſay nothing 


without being directed. 
Bail. Never you fear me ; I'll ſhew the lady that 1. 


have ſomething to ſay for myſelf as well as another. 
One man has one way of talking, and another man has 
another, that's all the difference between them. 


Enter Miss RIcHL AND and ber Mal p. 


Mi ſs Rich. You'll be ſurpriſed, fir, with this viſit, But 
you know Pun yet to thank you tor chuſing my litttle 
library. | 
Honey. Thanks, madam, are unneceſſary ; as it was [ 
that was obliged by your commands, Chairs here. 
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Two + my very good friends, Mr. Twitch and Mr. 
Flanigan. Pray, gentlemen, fit, without ceremony. 
Miſs Rich. Who can theſe odd-looking men be! I 
fear it is as I was informed. It muſt be fo. [4/ide. 
Bail. (After a pauſe.) Pretty weather, very pretty 
weather for the time of the year, madam. 

Fol. Very good circuit weather in the country. 

Honey. You officers are generally favourites among 
the ladies. My friends, madam, have been upon very 
diſagreeable duty, I aſſure you. The fair ſhould, in 
ſome meaſure, recompence the toils of the brave | 
Miſs Rich. Our officers do indeed Geſerve every fa- 


vour. The gentlemen a are in the n marine ſer vice, I pre- 
ſume, fir ? | | 
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Honey. Why, madam, they do—occaſl onally ſerve | In 
the fleet, madam, a dangerous ſervice | 

Miſs Rich. T'm told ſo. And I own, it bas often 
ſurpriſed me, chat, while we have had ſo many in- 
ſtances of bravery there, we have had fo few of wit at 
home to praiſe it. 
| Honey. | grant, madam, that our - poets have not writ- 
ten as our ſoldiers have fought ; but they have done all 
they could, and Hawke or Amherſt could d no more. 
| Miſs Rich. Pm quite diſpleaſed when Ie a fine ſub- 
| jet ſpoiled by a dull writer. 


Honey. We ſhould not be fo ſevere + dull wri- 
| ters, madam, It is ten to one, but the dulleſt writer 
| Exceeds the moſt rigid Frenen critic who preſumes to 
| deſpiſe him. 
Fol. Damn the French, the — vous, and all 
that belongs to them. 
Mi iſs Rich. Sir! 
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Bae Ha, ha, ha ! Honeſt Mr. Flanigen, A true 
Engliſh officer, madam ; he's not contented with beat- 
ing the French, but he will ſcold them too. 1 
_ Miſs Rich. Vet, Mr. Honey wood, this does not con- 
vince me but that ſeverity i in criticiſm i is neceſſary. It 
was our firſt adopting the ſeverity of French 88 that 
has brought them in turn to taſte us. 

Bail. Taſte us! By the Lord, madam, they devour 

Give monſeers but a taſte, and Pl] be dann 6 but 
oY come in for a bellyful, 
Miſs Rich. Very extraordinary this. 

Foll. But very true. What makes the bread ri 
ing ? the parle vous that devour us. What makes the 
mutton five pence a pound ? the parle vous that cat it 
up. — What makes the beer three bones Or a 
pot? — 

Honey. Ah! the vulgar. rogues ; all will be out 
CA file.) Right, gentlemen, very right, upon my word, 
and quite to the purpoſe. They draw a parallel, ma- uf 
dam, between the mental taſte and that of our ſenſcs. me 


We are injured as much by French ſeverity in the one, 1 / 
as by French 2 in che 8885 Ta $ their meat” Wt p 
10g. the: 


Miſs Rich. Tho' I don't ſee the fines of the parallel, Weeiy, 
yet, Ill own, that we ſhould ſometimes pardon books, | 44 
as we do our friends, that have now and then agreeabl that 
abſurditics to recommend them. and 

Bail. That's all my eye. The king only can pardon, , 
as the law ſays: for, ſet in caſc 


Honey. I'm quite of your opinion, fr. I fee thelf 


whole arift of your argument. Yes, certainly, our 
preſuming to pardon any work, is arrogating a power 
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that belongs to another. If all have power to condemn, 
what writer can be free? 1 
Bail. By his habus corpus His habus corpus can 
ſet him free at any time: for, ſet in caſe — _ 
Honey. I'm obliz'd to you, fir, for the hint. If, ma- 
dam, as my friend obſerves, our laws are ſo careful of a 
 gentleman's perſon, ſure we ought to be n careful | 
| of his dearer part, his fame. 
Foll. Ay, but if fo be a man's nabb'd, you know. 
Honey. Mr. Flanigan, if you ſpoke for ever, you 
could not improve the laſt obſervation. For my own 
part, I think it concluſive. . ; 
| Bail. As for the matter of that, Mayhap—— 
Honey. Nay, fir, give me leave in this inſtance to be 
poſitive. For, where is the neceſſity of cenfuring works 


i without genius, which muſt ſhortly ſink of themſelves? 

| what is it, but aiming our unneceſſary blow againſt a 
„ OT already under the hands of juſtice ? 
6 Bail. Juſtice! O, by the elevens, if you talk about 
i juſtice, I think I am at home there: for, | ma courle of 
es. 


law— 


ne, Honey. My dear Mr, Twitch, I Jifcern what 3 be 
au- Hat perfectly; and J believe the lady muſt be ſenſible of 
the art with which it is introduced. I ſuppoſe you per- 
el, ceive the meaning, madam, of his courſe of law. _ 
oks # fs Rich. I proteſt, fir, I do not. I perceive only 
able Itbat you anſwer one gentleman before he has finiſhed, 
and the other before he has well begun. 
Bail. Madam, you're a gentlewoman, and I will 
make the matter out This here queſtion is about ſe— 
ferity and juſtice, and pardon, and the like of they. ; 
ow, to explain the thing— „„ 
Honey, O! curſe your explanations. [Ade 
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Euter SERVANT, 


Ser. Mr. Leontine, fir, below, deſires to * with 
you upon earneſt buſineſs. 

Honey. That's lucky. (Afide.) Dear madam, you'll 
excuſe me and my good friends here, for a few minutes, 
There are books, madam, to amuſe you, Come, gen- 
tlemen, you know I make no ceremony with ſuch 
friends. After you, fir. Excuſe me. Well, if I muſt. 
But I know your natural politeneſs. 

Bail. Before and behind, you know. 

Fol. Ay, ay, before and behind, before and be- 
hind, [Exeunt Honeywood, Bailiff, and Follower, 
Miſs Rich. What can all this mean, Garnet? 

Gar, Mean, madam, why, what ſhould it mean, 
but what Mr. Lofty ſent you here to ſee? Theſe 

people he calls officers are officers ſure — ſneriffs 

officers ; bailiffs, madam. 
./ Rich, Ay, it is certainly fo. Well, tho his 
perplexities are far from giving me pleaſure, yet I own 
there's ſomething very ridiculous in them, and a jult 
puniſhment for his diſſimulation, 

Gar. And fo they are. But I wonder, madam, that 
the lawyer you juſt employed to pay his debts, and {ct 
him free, has not done it by this time, He ought at 
leaſt to have been here before now. But lawyers are 
always more ready to get a man into troubles, than out 
of them. 


Enter Six WILLIAX. 


Sir Will. For Miſs Richland to undertake ſetting hin 


| free, I own, was quite unexpected. It has totally us 


{et 
t at 
ale 
Out 
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hinged my ſchemes to reclaim him. vet, it gives me 
pleaſure to find, that, among a number of worthleſs 
friendſhips, he has made one acquiſition of real value; 


for there muſt be ſome ſoſter paſſion on ber ſide that 


prompts this generoſity. Ha! here before me: PII 
endeavour to ſound her affections. Madam, as 1 am the 
perſon that have had ſome demands upon the gentle- 
man of this houſe, I hope you'll excuſe me, if, eien I 
enlarged him, I wanted to fee yourſelf. | 

Miſs Rich. The precaution was very unneceſſary, fir. 
| ſuppoſe your wants were only ſuch as my agent had 
power to ſatisfy. | | 

Sir Will. Partly, madam. But, I was alſo willing 
you ſhould be fully apprized of the eee of the | 
gentleman you intended to ferve, oe” 

Miſs Rich. It muſt come, fir, with a very il grace 
ſrom you. To cenſure it, after what you have done, 
would look like malice ; and, to ſpeak favourably of a 


character you have oppreſſed, would be impeaching 


your own. And ture, his tenderneſs, his humanity, 


| his univerſal friendſhip may atone for many faults. 


Sir Hill. That friendſhip, madam, which is 05884 ; 


| in too wide a ſphere, becomes totally uſeleſs. Our 
bounty, like a drop of water, diſappears when ciffuſed 


too widely. They, who pretend moſt to this univerſal 


| benevolence, are eicher deccivers, or dupes. Men 
Who defire to cover their private ill-nature, by a pre- 
| tended regard for all; or, men who, reaſoning them- 


ſelves into falſe feelings, are more earneſt in purſuit of 
ſplendid than of utetul virtues. 


Miſs Rich. J am ſurprized, fir, to hear one, who has 
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probabl y been a gainer by the folly of on. ſo ſevere 


in his cenſure of it. 
Sir Will, Whatever may have gained by folly ma. 
dam, you ſee I am willing to prevent your loſing by it, 
Miſs Rich. Your cares for me, fir, are unneceſſary. ] 


always ſuſpect thoſe ſervices which are denied where 


they are wanted, and offered, perhaps, in hopes of a re- 
ſuſal. No, fir, my directions have been given, and ] 
inſiſt upon their being complied with. 


Sir Mil. Thou amiable woman! I can no longer | | 


contain the expreſſions of my gratitude : my pleaſure, 


You fee before you one, who has been equally careful 


of his intereſt ; one, who has for ſome time been a con- 


cealed ſpectator of his follies, and only Pegs, in 
hopes to reclaim them his uncle! 

Miſs Rich. Sir William Honeywood! You amaze 
me. How thall I conceal my confuſion? I fear, fir, 


you n think I have been too forward 1n my ſervices, | 


confeſs 1!k⸗ 


Sir Will. Don't make any apologies, madam, 1 a 


find myſelf unable to repay the obligation. And yet, 
have been trying. my intereſt of late to ſerve ou. — 
Having learnt, madam, that you had ſome demands 
upon government, I have, cho unaſked, + Heen your ſo- 


licitor there. 
Miss Rich. Sir, I'm infinitely obliged to your intentions. 


But my guardian has employed another gentleman who 


aſſures him of ſucceſs. 
Sir Will, Who, the important little man that EY 
here? Truſt me, madam, he's quite contemptible among 


men in power, and utterly unable to ſerve you. Mr. 


* y * 9 = Rn 
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; Lofty's promiſes are e much better known to people of 


faſhion, than his perſon, Uaſſure „„ 
Miſs Rich. How have we EU deceived ' As ſure as 
can be, here he comes. 


Sir Will. Does he! 6 Tm to continue un- 


known. My return to England has not as yet been 
made public. With what impudence he enters 


Enter Lo Tv. 


Lofiy. Let the chariot let my chariot drive off; Il 


viſit to his gꝛace's in a chair. Maſs Richland here before 
| me Punctual, as uſual, to the calls of humanity, I'm 
| very ſorry, madam, things of this kind ſhould happen, 
eſpecially to a man have ſhewn every where, and car- 
ried amongſt us as a particular acquaintance. 


Miſs Rich. ] find, fir, you have the art of making the 


| misfortunes of others your own. 


Lofty. My dear madam, what can a private man like 


me do ? One man can't do every thing ; and then I do 
| lo much in this way every day: let me ſee; ſomething 
| conſiderable might be done for him by fubſcription; it 


could not fail if 1 carried the liſt. m undertake to ſet 


down a brace of dukes, two dozen lor ds, and half the | 


lower houſe, at my own peril. 
Sir Will. And, after all, it's more than probable, ir, 
he might reject the offer of ſuch powerful patronage. 


Lofty. Then, madam, what can we do? You know 1 
never make promiſes, In truth, I once or twice tried 


| to do ſomething with him in the way of buſineſs ; but 
| as I often told his uncle, fir William Honey wood, the 


| man Was utterly impraQicable, 
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Sir Wi. His uncle Then that gentleman, [ ſupple, 
is a particular friend of yours. 

Lofty. Meaning me, fir ! Ves, madam, as J often 
ſaid, my dear ſir William, you are ſenſible I would do 
any thing, as far as my poor intereſt goes, to ſer ve your 
family: but what can be done; there's no Procuring 
firſt-rate places for ninth-rate abilities. 

Miſs Rich. | have heard of fir William Honey wood ; 
he s abroad in employment: he confided in your judg- 
ment I ſuppoſe. 

Lofty. Why, yes, madam, 1 believe fir William had 


ſome reaſon to confide in my judgment ; one little rea 


ſon, perhaps. 

Miſs Rich. Pray, fir, what was it! 2 | 

Lofty. Why, madam—but let it go no further—it) Was 
I procured him his place. 
Sir Will. Did you, fir? 
| Lofiy. Either you or I, 1. 
Miſs Rich. This, Mr. Lofty, was very kind indeed. 
Lofty. I did love him, to be ſure; he had ſome amu: 
ſing qualities; no man was fitter to be toaſt-maſter to 
a club, or had a better head. 
Miſs Rich. A better bead! 


Lofty, Ay, at a bottle, To be ſure he: was as dull as: 


choice ſpirit : but hang it, he was grateful, very grateſul; 
and gratitude hides a multitude of faults. 


Sir Wil. He might have reaſon, perhaps. His place 


is pretty conſiderable, I'm told, 
Lofty. A trifle, a mere trifle, among us men of buſr 


neſs. The truth is, he wanted nit to fill up «F 


ratet, 


. — os _— 1 


as a 


lace 


zuſt 
ip 


| ſhould not have been quite fo well acquainted. 
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Fir Wit. Dignity of perſon do you mean, fir, Tm 
od he's much about my ſize and figure, ſir. 

Lofty. Ay, tall enough for a marching regiment; but 
then he wanted a ſomething a conſequence of 
forma kind of al believe the lady perceives my 
meaning. „ 

iss Rich. 0, perſeQy you courtiers can as ny 
thing [ ſee. 

Lofty. My dear madam, all this is but a mere ex- 
change: we 40 greater things for one another every day. 


Why, as thus, now : let me ſuppoſe you the firſt lord of 
| the treaſury; you have an employment in you that 1 
| want ;I have a place in me that you want; do me here, 
do you there: intereſt of both ſides, few words, — 5 
done and done, and it's over. 


Sir Mil. A thought ſtrikes me. Afide. ) Now 3 


mention fir William Honeywood, madam; and as hne 
| ſeems, fir, an acquaintance of yours; you'll be glad to 
bear he's arrived from Italy; J had it from a friend who 
| knows him as well as he does me, and you may depend 
on my information. 


Lofty. The devil he is! If I had known that, we 


[ ite. 


Sir Wa. He T5 8 1 and, as this 


| gentleman is a friend of yours, he can be of ſignal ſer- 
| vice to us, by introducing me to him; there are ſome 
papers relative to your affairs, that require diſpatch and 


his in ſpection. 
Miſs Rich. This gentleman, Mr. Lofiy, i is a a perſon 
enployed | in my affairs: | know you'll ſerve us. 
H 
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Lofty. My dear madam, I live but to ſerve you, Sir 
William ſhall even wait 182 2 if w_ think proper 
to command it. 

Sir Wil. That would be quite "ON 

Lofty. Well, we muſt introduce you then, Call upon 
me—let me ſee—ay, in two days. 

Sir Wil. Now, or the e will be loſt for 

ever. 


Lofty. Well, if it a ks now, now let it 2 wh But 
damn it, that's unfortunate ; my lord Grig's curſed Pen- 


ſacola buſineſs comes on this very hour, and I'm engag- 


ed to attend—another time — 
Sir Mil. A ſhort letter to fir William will do. 

| Lofty. You ſhall have it; yet, in my opinion, a letter 
is a very bad wa 7 of going to Work; | ines to ace, that's 
my way. | 
Sir Wil. The letter, fir, will do quite as wel. 


Lofiy. Zounds ! fir, do you pretend to direct me; di- 


rect me in the buſineſs of office ? Do you know me, fir ! 
who am I? 


Miſs Rich. Dear Mr. Lofiy, this requeſt | is not ſo 


much his as mine; if my commands——bur you deſpiſe 
my power. 

Lofty. Delicate creature your commands could even 
controul a debate at midnight: to a power ſo conſtituii- 
onal, I am all obedience and tranquillity. He fhall have 
à letter; where is my ſecretary ? Dubardieu ! And yet 


I proteſt I don't like this way of doing buſineſs. [ think 


if ſpoke firſt to ſir William hut you will have it ſo. 
[Exit with Miſs Richland, 


Sir Wil. {ala ) Ha, ha, ha ! This too is one of my 
_ Sephew's hopeful aſſociates, O vanity, thou conan 


r n 


m 


A COMEDY, _ I37 
N deceiver, how do all thy efforts to exalt, ſerve but to. | 
bak us! Thy falſe colourings, like thoſe employed to 
| heighten beauty, only ſeem to mend that bloom which 
| they contribute to deſtroy. I'm not diſpleaſed at this 
| interview : expoſing this fellow's impudence to the con- 
| tempt it deſerves, may be of uſe to my deſign, at leaft, 
the can reſlect, it t will be of uſe to Kune. 


Enter IARvISͤ. 


Sir Wil. Hor now, Jarvis, where's your maſter, 
my nephew ? „ 
Jar. At his wit's end, 1 believe: he's ſcarce gotten f 
out of one ſcrape, but he 2 running his head 1 into ano- 
bes 
Sir Wil, How ſo * | 
Jar. The houſe has but juſt been e of the 
| | bailiffs, and now he's again engaging tooth and nail in af- : 

| fiſting old Croaker's ſon to patch up a clandeſtine match _ 
with the young lady that paſſes in the houſe for his 


; | liter. | 

Sir Wil. Ever buſy to Shins others. 

7 Tar. Ay, any body but himſelf. The young couple, 

3 it ſeems, are juſt ſetting out for Scotland; and he ſup- 7 
* plies them with money for the journey. . | 
e, ui. Money! how is he able to ſupply others, 
et 5 
1 ho has ſcarce any for himſelt ? 


| Jar, Why, there it is: he has no money, that's true; 
but then, as he never ſaid no to any requeſt in his life, 
he has given them a bill, drawn by a friend of his upon 
| merchant in the city, which I am to get changed; for 
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you muſt know that I am to go with them to Scotland 


myfelf. 

Sir Wil How! Frog 5 . 

Jar. It ſeems the young gentleman is obliged to take 
different road from his miſtreſs, as he is to call upon an 
uncle of his that lives out of the way, in order to pre- 
pare a place for their reception, when they return; ſo 

tdbey have borrowed me from my maſter, as the proper- 

eſt perſon to attend the young lady down. 


Sir Wil. To the land of matrimony ! A pleaſant j jour- 


ney, Jarvis. 
Jar. Ay, but I'm only to bare all the fatigues on't. 

- Sir Wil. Well, it may be ſhorter, and leſs TROY 
than you imagine. I know but too much of the young 
| lady's family and connexions, whom I have ſeen abroad, 
J have alſo diſcovered that Miſs Richland is not indiffe- 
rent to my thoughtleſs nephew; and will endeayour, 
tho I fear, in vain, to eſtabliſh that connexion, But, 
come, the letter I wait for muſt be almoſt finiſhed ; II 
et you further i into my intentions, in the next room. 

[Exeurt, 


2 
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er THE FOURTH; 
 Scrne, Croaxrr's houſe, 


aß 


We, ſure the devil's in me of late, for running 
my head into ſuch defiles, as nothing but a genius like 
my own could draw me from. I was formerly con- 
tented to huſband out my places and penfions with ſome 
degree of frugality; but, curſe it, of late J have given 

away the whole Court Regiſter in leſs time than they 
could print the title page: yet, hang it, why ſcruple 
a lie or two to come at a fine girl, when I every day 
tell a thouſand for nothing. Ha! Honeywood 


tere before me. Could miſs Richland have ſet him 
at liberty ? | 


Enter Honty wood, 


Mr. Honeywood, I'm glad to ſee you abroad again, I 
find my concurrence was not necefſaty in your unfortu- 
nate affairs. I had put things in a train to do your buſi- 


neſs; but it is not for me to ſay what J intended doing. 


Honey. It was unfortunate indeed, fir, But what adds 
40 my uneaſineſs is, that while you ſeem to be acquainted | 
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with my misfortune, I myſelf continue i a Qtranger 
to my benefactor. 


Lofty. How ! not know the friend that ſerved you? 

Honey. Can't gueſs at the parton: 

Lofty. Inquire. 

Honey. I have; but all I can learn is, that he chuſes to 
remain concealed, and that Bll inquiry mult be fruit. 
leß. | Se | 
Lifiy. Muſt be fruitleſs ? 

Honey. Abſolutely fruitleſs, 

Lofty, Sure of that? | 

Honey, Very ſure. 

Lofty. Then il be damn” d [if you ſhall ever 1550 if 
from me. 

Honey, How, fic! 

"Doh 5. I ſuppoſe now, Mr. Has you \ think my 
rent- roll very conſiderable, and that I have vaſt ſums of 
money to throw away z I know you do, 'The world, to 
be ſure, ſays ſuch things of me. 
Honty, The world, by what I learn, is no ſtranger to 
your generoſity, But where does this tend? | 
Lofty, To nothing; nothing in the world, The town, 
to be fare, when it makes ſuch a thing as me the ſubject 
of converſation, has aſſerted, that I never yet patronized 
a man of merit. | 

They. I have heard inſtances to the contrary, eve: 
from yourſelf. ; 
©. Lofty. Yes, Honeywood, and there are inſtances to 
the contrary, that you ſhall never hear from myſelf. 
Honey. Ha! dear fir, permit me to aſk you but on 
qusſlion. | | | 
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Loſiy. Sir, aſk me no queſtions: I ſay, fir, aſk me no 

queſtions ; Il be damn'd, if T anſwer them. 

Honey. I will aſk no further, My friend! my bene- 
factor, it is, it muſt be here, that I am indebted for free- 

dom, for honour, Ves, thou worthieſt of men, from the 
beginning I ſuſpected it, but was afraid to return thanks; 
which, if undeſerved, might ſeem reproaches. 

Lofty. I proteſt I don't underſtand all this, Mr. Honey- 

wood, You treat me very cavalierly, I do aſſure you, 
ſir, —Blood, fir, can't a man be permitted to enjoy the 

luxury of his own feelings, without all this parade? 
Hong. Nay, do not attempt to coriceal an action that 
adds to your honour. Your looks, your air, your man- 
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ner, all confeſs it. 1 
. Lofty, Confeſs 1 it, fic! Torture itſelf, Gr, ſhall never 
| 132 5 me to confeſs it. Mr. Honey wood, I have admit- 
e you upon terms of friendſhip, Don't let us fall out; 
make me happy, and let this be buried in oblivion, You 
| know I hate oftentation ; you know Ido, Come, come, 
Honeywood, you know I always loved to be a friend, 
and not a patron. I beg this may make no kind of diſ- 
tance between us, Come, come, you and I muſt be 
more familiar Indeed we muſt. 
Hyney. Heavens! Can I ever repay fuch friendſhip ! [ 
Is there any way! Thou beſt of men, can I ever return 
the obligation? 
Lefty. A bagatelle, a mere bagatelle. Put I fee ycur 
heart 1s Jabouring to be crateſul. You ſhall be prate- 
| ful. It would be cruel to diſap point you. 
5 Honey. How ! Teach me the manner ! Is there any Ml 
way? 


— 2 


1 
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Lofty, From this moment you're mine. TW my friend, 
you ſhall know it. I'm in love. 

Fonty. And can I aſſiſt you? 

Lofty Nobody ſo well. 

Honey. In what manner? I'm all i impatience, 
_ Lofty. You ſhall make love ſor me. 
Honey. And to whom ſhall I ſpeak in your favour ? 

Lofty. To a lady with whom you have great intereſt, 
E afſuce you: Miſs Richland, 

Honey, Miſs Richland ! . 

Lofty. Ves, Miſs Richland. She has ſtruck the blo'y 
up to the hilt in my boſom, by Jupiter, | 

Honey. Heavens ! was ever any thing more unfortu- 
nate! It is too much to be endured, | 


| Lofty. Unfortunate indeed ! And yet I can endure it, 


till you have opened the affair to her for me. Between 
ourſelves, I think ſhe likes me. Im not apt to boaſt, 
| but I think the does. 


Toney Indeed! But do you know the per on you ap- 


ply to. 

Ly. Ves, I know you are her fiend and mine: 
| that's enough. To you, therefore, commit the ſucceſs 
of my paſſion. I'll ſay no more, let friendſhip do the 
reſt. I have only to add, that if at any time my little 
intereſt can be of ſervicc—but, hang it, Pll make 19 
promiſes you know my intereſt is yours at any time. 


No apologies, my fi iend, T || not be anſwered ; it ſhall 


be ſo. — | | {Exit, 
Honey. Open, generous, unſuſpecting man! He little 
thinks that I love her too; and with ſuch an ardert 
pation !—3ut then it was ever but a vajn and hopele!s 
one; my torment, my perſecution 2 what ſhall I do! 


mm - 


« 2 
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Love, friendſhip, a hopeleſs paſſion, a deſerving friend! 


Love, that has been my tormenter ; a friend; that has 


perhaps, diſtreſſed himſelf, to ſerve me. It ſhall be ſo. 
Yes, I will diſcard the fondling hope from my boſom, 
and exert all my influence in his favour. And yet to 
ſee her in-the poſſeſſion of another !—Inſupportable ! 


But then to betray a generous, truſting friend !—Worſe, 


worſe! Yes, I'm reſolved. Let me but be the inſtru- 
ment of their happineſs, and then quit a country, where 


I muſt for ever deſpair of finding my own, [Exil. 


Enter Outvia and Sin ET, 2050 carries a Milliner's | 


Box, 


Cliv. Dear me, I with this journey were over, No 
news of Jarvis yet? I believe the old peeviſh creature 


gelare purely to vex me. „ 
Gar. Why, to be ſure, madam, I did ka biz ſay, a 


little ſnubbing. before marriage, would teach you 0 


bear it the better afterwards. 


Oliv. To be gone a full hour, tho! he had only to get : 


bill changed in the city! How provoking ! 
Ser. Ill lay my life, Mr. Leontine that had twice as 


much to do, is ſetting of by this time from his 1 inn; and 
here you are left behind. 


Oliv. Well, let us be prepared for his coming, . 
2ver, Are you ſure you have omitted nothing, Gatnet? 


Car. Not a flick, madam—all's here. Yet I with 
you could take the white and filver to be married in, 


g oF . . 4 
"1's the worſt luck in the world, in any thing but white, 


H; 


28 - — 
r — —_— 
— ne em -——_— 


- ——— 2 


= - = LIL 
— = r. . - 
22 = 
———_ * 


— — 
8 


3 


- - rr — — 2 N 
— q —Ä———— r 
— — pe ene SEQ, > — 2 
A — - — * 
- LASER - —— ay ee — 
4. = 7 et _ ee 
: „ „ te Þ - = 


— —— 
— IE A —˙¹ AY — — 

2 — gr Tp wg _— 
—_ - - XS — 5 7 


4 pn 
4 — * 
- à—J— — 22 — — a7 4% + of * 

— on - * Jy _ —— — — 

2 — _ Jays; WI ITE KI 22222 

rr ee 
” 5 1 _— 
1 = = 


—— GR UTE: —„— 
= - 10 es IR —— 
—— n 


| 1 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


I knew one Be ett Stubbs, of our town, that was married 
i red; and, as ſure as eggs is eggs, the bridegroom and 
ſhe had a miff before morning. 

Oi. No matter, Pmalli impatience til we are e out 

of the houſe. | 

Car. Bleſs me, madam, 1 had almoſt forgot the wed- 
| auß g [The ſweet little thing—T don't think it 

would go on my little finger. And what if T put in a 

gentleman's night cap, in caſe of neceſſity, madam ? But 

here's Jarvis, 


Enter Jagvis. 


Oliv, O Jarvis, are you come at laſt? We have been 

ready this half hour. Now let's be going. Let us 7 
Jar. Ay, to Jericho; for we ſhall have no going 
Scotland this bout, I fancy. 

Oliv. How! what's the matter! 

Jar. Money, money is the matter, madam. We have 
got no money. What the plague do you ſend me of 
your fool's errand for? My maſter's bil} upon the city 
is not worth a ruſh, Here it is; Mrs. Garnet may pin 
. her hair with it. 

Oliv. Undone ! How could Honeywood ſerve us lo! 
What ſhall we do? Can't we go without it? A 
Far. Go to Scotland without money ? To Scotland 
without money! Lord, how ſome people underſtand geo- 
| graphy ! We might as well ſet fail for we * a 
| Cork jacket. 

Oliv. Such a diſappointment | ! What a baſe hn 
man was your maſter, to ſerve us in this manner, 1 
this his good nature? | 


| ſelf. 
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2 n don't talk ill of my maſter, made m. 
] won't bear to hear * oy talk ill of him but 1 _ 


Car. Bleſs us! now I think on't, Port you Pe 


not be under any uneaſineſs: I faw Mr. Leontine receive 


forty guineas from his father juſt before he ſet out, and 
he can't have left the | inn. A hort letter will reach 
him there. „ 


Oliv. Well remember d. Garnet; Pil write immedi- 


ately. How's this ! Bleſs me, my hand trembles fo, I 
can't write a word. Do you write, Garnet; and, upon 


ſecond thought it will be better from you 
Gar. Truly, madam, 1 write and indite but poorly. © 


never was kute at my larning. But PII do what I can 
| To pleaſe you. Let me ſee. All out of my own head, 
| 4 ſuppoſe? . e : 135 


_ Obs. Whatever you pleaſe. _ a 
Gar. (Wriiing.) Muſter Croaker—T went guineas, 


* madam? 


Oliv. Ay, twenty will do. „„ 

Gar. At the bat of the Talbot till call'd 5 Expe- 
ditior—will be blown up- All of a flame Quick diſ- 
patck—Cupid, the little god of love conclude it, 
madam, with Cupid ; 1 love to "ſos 's love- letter end like 
poetry. | 
Oliv. Well, well what you alone, any thing, But 


. haw ſhall we ſend i it ? 1 can truſt none of the ſervants of | 


this family. 
Gar. Odſo, madam, Mr. e Butler is | in tha 
next room : he's a dear ſweet man; he'll do any thing 


for me. 
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Jar. He! the dog, he'll certainly commit ſome blun- 
der. He's drunk and ſober ten times a day. 

Oliv. No matter. Fly, Garnet : any body we can truſt 
will do. [Exit Garnet.} Well, Jarvis, now we can 
have nothing more to interrupt us. You may take up 
the things, and carry them on to the inn. Have you 
no hands, Jarvis? 

Far. Soft and fair, young lady. You, that are e going 
to be married, think things-can- never be done too faſt; 
but we, that are old; and know what we are + about, 
muſt elope methodically, madam, 


Oliv. Well, ſure, if my indie cretions' were to be done 


| over again | 

Far. My life for it you would do them ten times over. 
Oliv: Why will you talk ſo? If * knew bow un- 
happy they make me 


Jar. Very unhappy, no doubt: 1 was once juſt as un- 


Happy when T was going to be married myſelf. PII tell 
you a ſtory about that= _ 
Oliv. A ſtory ! when I'm all impatience to be away. 

Was there ever ſuch a dilatory creature 

Jar. Well, madam, if we muſt march, why we e will 

march; that's all. Tho', odds bobs, we have: till for- 
got one thing we ſhould never travel without -a caſe of 
good razors, and a box of ſhaving power. But no 
matter, 1 believe we ſhall be n well ſhaved by the 
way. ; La. 


Enter Gan ET. 


Car. Undone, undone, madam, Ah, Mr. Jarvis, you 
taid right exough, As fure a5 death Mr, Honeywood's 


f 


0 


d's 


rogue of a drunken badet. dropped the letter 1 he 
went ten yards from the door. There's old Croaker has 
juſt pick'd it up, and is this moment reading it to him- 
ſelf in the hall. 

Oliv. Unfortunate ! we ſhall be diſcover! d- 

Gar, No, madam: don” t be uneaſy, he can make nei- 
ther head nor tail of it. To be ſure he looks as if he 


| was broke looſe from Bedlam about it, but he cant find 
| what it means for all that. O lud, he is coming. this 
way all in the horrors. 


Oliv. Then let us leave the houſe this inſtant, for 


| fear he ſhould aſk farther queſtions, In the mean time, 
| Garnet, do you 1 write and ſend off juſt ſuch another. 


LE. xeunts 


Enter CROAKE Re 


Croak. Death and deftruQtion ! Are all the horrors of 


| air, fire and water to be levelled only at me! Am I only 
| to be ſingled out for gunpowder-plots, combuſtibles and 
| conflagration ! Here it i An incendiary letter dropp'd 
at my door. To Muſter Croaker, theſe with ſpeed.” 
Ay, ay, plain enough the direction: all in the genuine 
incendiary ſpelling, and as cramp as the devil, * With 
| * ſpeed.” O, confound your ſpeed. But let me read it 
| once more, (Reads) Muſter Croaker, as fone as yoew 
ſee this leve twenty gunnes at the bar of the Talboot 


' tell caled for or yowe and yower experetion will be al 
blown up.“ Ah, but too plain. Blood and gunpow- : 
der in every line of it. Blown up! murderous dog | All 
blown up! Heaven! what have L fas my poor nn 
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done, to be all blown up! (Reads. ) Our pockets are 
low, and money we muſt have.” Ay, there's the 
reaſon ; they'll blow us up, becauſe they have got low 
pockets. (Reads.) It is but a ſhort time you have to 
* conſider ; for if this takes wind, the houſe will quickly 
be all of a flame.“ Inhuman monſters! blow us up, 
and then burn us. The earthquake at Liſbon was but 
a bonfire to it. Reads.) Make quick diſpatch, and ſo 
no more at preſent, But may Cupid, the little god of 
love, go with you wherever you go.“ The little god 
of love! Cupid, the little god of love go with me! Go 
you to the devil, you and your little Cupid together; 
I'm ſo fiightened, I ſcarce know whether I fit, ſtand, or 
go. Perhaps this moment, I'm treading on lighted 
matches, blazing brimſtone and barrels of gunpowder. 

They are preparing to blow me up into the clouds. 
Murder! We ſhall all be burnt in our beds; we ſhall be 
all burnt 1 in our beds, 8 


Enter Miss RIchLANp. 


17ifs Rich. Lord, fir, what's the matter ? | 

Croak. Murder's the matter. We ſhall be all blown 
up in our beds before morning. 

Miſs Rich, 1 hope not, fir. 

Croak, What ſignifies what you hope, madam, when 
I have a certificate of it here in my hand. Will nothing 
alarm my family! Sleeping and eating, ſleeping and eat- 
ing is the only work from morning till night in my 
houſe. My inſenſible crew could fleep, tho' rock d by 
an earthquake; and fry beef ſteaks at a volcano. 
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Miſs Rich. But, fir, you have alarmed them ſo often 
already, we have nothing but earthquakes, famines, 


plagues and mad dogs from year's end to year's end. 


You remember, fir, it 1s not above a month ago, you 
aſſur d us of a conſpiracy among the bakers, to poiſon 


us in our bread ; and ſo —. the whole ne: a week 


upon potatoes. 


| Croak, And rette were too good for ia; But 


why do I ſtand talking here with a girl, when I ſhould 
be facing the enemy without ? Here, John, Nico- 
demus, ſearch the houſe. Look into the cellars, to ſee 
if there be any combuſtibles below; and above, in the 


apartments, that no matches be thrown in at the win- 


dows. Let all the fires he put out, and let the engine 
be drawn out in the yard, to play upon the houſe in 


caſe of neceſſity. _ „ Exit. N 


Miſs Rich. [alone.] What can he mean by all this? 


Vet, why ſhould I enquire, when he alarms us in this 


manner almoſt every day! But Honeywood has deſired 


an interview with me in private. What can he mean? 


or, rather, what means this palpitation at his approach ! 


It is the firſt time he ever ſhewed any thing in his con- 
duct that ſeemed particular. Sure he cannot mean to 


but he's here. 


| Enter Hon nen. 


Honey. 1 preſumed to ſolicit this interview, madam, 


before I left town, to be permitted 
Miſs Rich. Indeed! Leaving town, fir 2-— i 
Honey. Ves, madam, perhaps the kingdom. I have 


preſumed, I ſay, to deſire the favour of this interview. 
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in order to diſcloſe ſomething which our long friendſhip 
Re ones nat And yet my fears 

Wiſs Rich. His fears! what are his fears to mine 
(Afide.) We have indeed been long acquainted, fir; 
very long. If I remember our fiſt meeting was at the 
French ambaſſadors. Do you recolle& how you were 
pleaſed to rally me upon my complexion there? 

Honey. Perfectly, madam : I preſumed to reprove you 
for painting : but your warmer bluſhes ſoon convinced 
the company, that the colouring was all from nature. 

Miſs Rich. And yet you only meant it, in your good- 
natured way, to make me pay a compliment to mylclf. 
In the ſame manner you danced that night with the 

moſt awkward woman in company, becauſe you ſaw no- 
body elle would take her out, 

Honey. Yes; and was rewarded the next vight, by 
dancing with the fineſt woman in company, whom every 
body wiſhed to take out. 

Miſs Rich. Well, fir, if you thought ſo then, I fear 
your judgment has ſince corrected the errors of a firſt 
impreſſion. We generally ſhew to moſt advantage at 
firſt. Our ſex are like poor tradeſmen, that put all their 
| beſt goods to be ſeen at the windows. 

Honey. The firſt impreſſion, madam, did indeed deceive 
me. I expected to find a woman with all the faults of 
conſcious flattered beauty, I expected to find her vain 
and inſolent. But every day has fince taughi me that it 
is poſſible to poſſeſs ſenſe without pride, and beauty 
without affeQation. 

Miſs Rich, T his, fir, is a ayle very unuſual with Mr. 
Honey wood; and I ſhould be glad to know why he thus 


2 3 


cn” 


A COMEDY. | Fr 


attempts to encreaſe that vanity, which his c own leſſons 
have taught me to deſpiſe. f 

Honey. I aſk pardon, madam. Vet from our long 
ſtiendſhip, I preſumed I might have ſome right to offer 


without offence, what you may refuſe without offending, | 
Miſs Rich. Sir! I beg you'd reflect, tho! I fear, I 
ſhall ſcarce have any power to refuſe a requeſt of yours; 


yet you may be precipitate : conſider, fir. 
Honey. I own my raſhneſs; but, as I plead the cauſe 


ol friendſhip, of one who loves—Dan't be alarmed, ma- 


dam—who. loves you with the moſt ardent paſſion ; 


- whoſe whole happineſs is placed in you 
Miſs Rich. I fear, fir, I ſhall never find whom you | 


mean, by this deſcription of him. 

Honey. Ah, madam, it but too plainly points him out; 
tho? he ſhould be too humble himſelf to urge his preten- 
fons, or you too modeſt to underſtand them. 


Miſs Rich. Well; it would be affectation any longer 
to pretend ignorance; and I will own, fir, J have lorg 
been prejudiced: in his favour. It was but natural to 
wiſh to make his heart mine, as he ſcomed himſelf 1 Ig- | 


norant of its value. | 1 | 
Honey. 1 ſee ſhe always loved him. (Afide. * 1 find 
madam, you're already ſenſible of his worth, his paſ- 


lon, How happy is my friend, to be the favourite of 
one with ſuch ſenſe to diſtinguiſh merit, ande! ſuch beau- 


ty to reward it. 
Miſs Rich. Your friend, fir ! What friend! 
Honey. My beſt friend-my friend Mr. Loſiy, madam. 
Mifs Rich. He, fir ! 


Honey. Yes, he, madam, He 1s, indeed, what your 


varmeſt wiſhes might have formed him. And to his 


beg you, ſir. 


Honey. I ſee your confuſion, madam, and know how to 8 
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other qualities, he adds that of the moſt paſſionate regard 


for you 
Miſs Rich. Amasement 


No more of this 1 


interpret it. And, ſince I fo plainly read the language 
of your heart, ſhall 1 make my friend happy, ve com- 
municating your ſentiments ? 

Miſs Rich. By no means, 

Honey. Excuſe me; I mult. I know you defire it. 

Miſs Rich. Mr. Honey wood, let me tell you, that you 
wrong my ſentiments and yourſelf. When I firſt ap- 


plied to your friendſhip, I expected advice and afſiſt- 
ance ; but, now, fic, I fee that it is vain to expect happi- 


neſs from him who has been fo bad an economiſt of 
his own; and that I muſt diſclaim his friendthip, who 
ceaſes to be a friend to himſelf. | Exit. 
Honey. How is this! ſhe has confeſſed ſhe loved him, 
and yet ſhe ſeemed to part in diſpleaſure. Can, I have 
done any thing to reproach myſelf with? No: I believe 
not: yet, after all, theſe things thould not be done by a 
third perſon ; I ſhould have ſpared her confuſion, My 
ſriendſhip carried me a little too far. 


Enter CROAKER, with the letter in his hand, and Mus, 
CROAKER, 


Mrs. Croak. Ha, ha, ha! And fo, my dear, it's your ſu- 
preme with that I ſhould be quite wretched upon this 
_ occaſion ? ha, ha! 

Croak, (mimicking. ) Ha, ha, ha and ſo, my 1 ts 
your ſupreme pleaſure to give me no better conſolation! 


8 
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Mrs. Coal. Poſitively, my dear, w what is this incendi- 


ary ſtuff and trumpery to me? Our houſe may travel 


| thro' the air like the houſe of Loretto, for 8 I care, 


if I'm to be miſerable i in it. 
Croak. Would to heaven it were converted into an 
houſe of correction for your benefit. Have we not 


every thing to alarm us? Perhaps this very moment 


the tragedy is beginning. 
Mrs. Creas. Then let us referve our diſtreſs till the 


riſing of the curtam, or give them the money they 


want, and have done with them, 


Croak. Give them my money And pray, What right 
have they to my money ? 


Mrs. Croaak, And pray, what right then have you to 
my good humour? 


Croak, And fo your good humour edvite me to part 


with my money? Why then, to tell your good humour 
a piece of my mind, I'd ſooner part with my wife. 
Here's Mr. Honeywood, ſee what he'll ſay to it. My 
dear Mr. Honeywood, look at this incendiary letter 
dropped at my door. It will freeze you with terror; 


| and yet lovey here can read it—=can read it and laugh. 


irs. Croak, Ves, and ſo will Mr. Honeywood. 

Croak, If he does I'Il ſuffer to be hanged the next 
minute in the rogue's place, that's all. 

Mrs, Croak, Speak, Mr. Honeywood; is there any 
thing more fooliſh than my huſband's fright upon this 
occaſion ? 

Honey. It would not become me to decide, madam 
but doubtleſs, the greatneſs of his terrors, now, will but 


lavite them to renew their villany another time. 
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' Mrs. Croak | ( 1 | 
Croak How, fir! do y. tan tat 1 ili ald he 


down under ſuch an in jury, and ſhew, neither by my | 
tears, or complaints, that I have ſomething of the ſpirit 


of a man in me? 
Honey. Pardon me, fir. You ought to make the RON 


eſt complaints, if you deſire redreſs. The ſureſt way to 


have redreſs, is to be earneſt in the purſuit of it. 

Croak. Ay, whoſe opinion is he of now ? 

Mrs. Croak. But don't you think that laughing off our 
ſears is the beſt way? 


Honey. What is the beſt, madam, few can ſay; it 


Fl] maintain it to be a very Wiſe way. 


Croak. But we're talking of the belt. Surely the beſt 


way is to face the enemy in the field, and not wait till 


he plunders us in our very bed-chamber, 


Honey. Wr. fir, as to the beſt, that—that's a very 


wiſe way too. 


Ars. Croak. But can any thin be more abſurd, TRA to | 
double our diſtreſſes by our apprehenſions, and put it in 
the power of every low fellow, that can {crawl ten 


words of wretched ſpelling to torment us? 
Honey. Without doubt, nothing more abſurd. 


Croak. How ! would it not be more abſurd to deſpiſe 


the rattle till we were bit by the ſnake ? 
Honey. Without doubt, perſeQly abſurd. 
Croak. Then you are of my opinion? 
Honey. Entirely. 
| Mrs, Croak.. And you rejeRt 1 mine ? 


Honey. Heavens forbid, madam. No, ſure, no rea- | 


foning can be more juſt than yours, We ought certainly 


— 
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to leſpiſe malice if we cannot oppoſe i it, and not make the 


man's piſtol. 
Mrs. Croak, O! then you think Pm Jolie right 5 
Honey. Perfectly right. 
Croak, A plague of plagues, we can't be both right. 
| ought to be ſorry, or I ought to be glad. My hat muſt 
be on my head, or my hat muſt be off. 


Mrs. Croak. Certainly, in two oppoſite opinions, if 


one be perfectly reaſonable the other can't be perfectly 
right. 


Honey. And . may not both be right, madam : Mr. 
Croaker in earneſtly ſeeking redreſs, and you in waiting 
the event with good humour? Pray, let me ſee the 


guineas to be left at the bar of the Talbot inn. If it be 
pected booty, ſeize him ? 


 Creak. My dear friend, it's the very thing; the very 
thing. While I walk by the door, you ſhall plant your- 


ſelf in ambuſh near the bar; burſt out upon the miſcre- 
ant like a maſqued battery; extort a confeſſion at once, 


4 — 
c 


and ſo hang him up by ſurpriſe. . 

Honey. Ves; but I would not chuſe to 1 too 
much ſeverity. It is my maxim, ſir, 2 crimes generally 
puniſh themſelves. | | 

Croak, Well, but we may upbraid him a little, 1 ſup- 

„„ . Ironically, 
py Honey. Ay, but not puniſh him too rigidly. 


indy Coat. Well, well, leave that to my own benevolence. 


incendiary's pen as fatal to our repoſe as the Inghway- 


letter again. I have it. This letter requires twenty 


indeed an incendiary letter, what if you and I fir, go 
there ; and, when the writer comes to be paid his ex- 
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156 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


Honey. Well, I do; but remember that univeſral be- 


nevolence is the firſt law of nature. 


 TExeunt Honeywood and Mrs. Croaker. 


Croak, Yes; and my univerſal benevolence will hang 
the dog, if he had as many necks as a hydra, 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 
Scene, an Inn. 


Enter OLivia, Jarvis. 


Olivia. 


Wer LL, we have got ſafe to the! inn, however.— 

Now, if the poſt-chaiſe were ready . 

J The horſes are juſt finiſhing their oats; and, as 
| they are not going to be married, they chooſe to take 
their own time. 
Oliv. You are for ever giving wrong motives to my 
impatience. 
Jar. Be as impatient as you will, the horſes muſt take 
| their own time; beſides, you don't conſider we have 
got no anſwer from our fellow-traveller yet. If we 
hear nothing from Mr. Leontine, we have only one way 
left us. 

Oliv. What way? 


Jar. The way home again, 
Oliv. Not fo. I have made a reſolution to go, and 5 
nothing ſhall induce me to break it. 
Jar. Ay; reſolutions are well kept, when they j jump 
with inclination. However, I'll go haſten things with- 
out, And I'll call, too, at the bar, to ſee if any thing 

| ſhould be left for us there. Don't be in ſuch a plaguy 
| burry, madam, and we ſhall 8⁰ the faſter 1 promiſe you. 
[Exit Jarvis. 
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158 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN : 
Enter LANDLADY. 


Land. What ! Solos, why don't yon move 


Pipes and tobacco for the Lamb there — Will nobody 


anſwer? To the Dolphin; quick. The Angel has been 
outrageous this * hour. Did your ladyſhip call, 


madam ? 
Oliv. No, madam, 8 
Land, 1 find, as you're for Scotland, madam But, 
that's no buſineſs of mine; married, or not married, I af: 
no queſtions. To be ſure, we had a ſweet little couple 


ſet off from this two days ago for the fame place. The 
gentleman, for a taylor, was to be ſure, as fine a ſpoken | 
taylor, as ever blew froth from a full pot. And the 


young lady ſo baſhful, it was near half an hour before 


we could get her to finiſh a pint of raſberry between us. 


Oliv. But this gentleman and Lare not going to be 


married, I aſſure you. 


Land, May be not. That's no 1 of 1 for 


certain, Scotch marriages ſeldom turn out. There was, 


of my qwn knowledge, Miſs Macſag, that married her 
faiher's footman.—Alack-a-day, ihe and her huſband 
ſoon parted, and now * ne cellars in Hedge. 
lane. 

Oliv. A very pretty ; pitare of what le before me. 


Ae. | 


| Enter LEONTINE. 


Leont. My Ae Olivia, my anxiety, till you were cut 
of danger, o was too great to be reſiſted. I could not help 
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coming to ſee you ſet out, tho' it expoſes us to a diſco- 
very. : | | | | 
Oliv. May every as you do prove as fortunate. 
Indeed, Leontine, we have been moſt cruelly diſappoint- 
ed. Mr. Honeywood's bill upon the city has, it ſeems, 
been proteſted, and we have been utterly at a loſs how 
to proceed. TY 
Leont. How! an offer of his own too. Sure, he could 

not mean to deceive us. | 
Olio. Depend upon his ſincerity ; he ls miſtook the 

defire for the power of ſerving us. But let us think no 

more of it, I believe the poſt-chaiſe is ready by this. 

Land. Not quite yet: and, begging your ladyſhip's 

pardon, I don't think your ladyſhip quite ready for the 
poſt-chaiſe. The north road is a cold place, madam. 

] have a drop in the houſe of as pretty raſberry as ever 
was tipt over tongue. Juſt a thimble full to keep the 
wind off your ſtomach. To be ſute, the laſt couple 
we had here, they ſaid it was a perfect noſegay. Ecod, 
1 ſent them both away as good natur'd p went 


5 the blinds, round went the wheels, and drive away, 
er poſt-boy, was the word. | 

nd | | | 

e 


Enter Cx AK ER. 


Croak. Well, while my friend 1 ls upon the 
poſt of danger at the bar, it muſt be my buſineſs to have 
an eye about me here. I think I know an incendiary's 
look; for, wherever the devil makes a purchaſe, he 
never fails to ſet his mark. Ha! who have we here? 
My fon and daughter ! What can they be doing here ! 
1 ; 
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"Land I tell you, madam, it will do you good ; [ 
think 1 know by this time what's good for the north 
road. It's a raw night, madam,—Sir— | ; 
Leont. Not a drop more, good madam. I ſhould 
now take it as a greater favour, if you haſten the 
horſes, for I am afraid to be ſeen myſelf. 
Land. That ſhall be done, Wha, Solomon ! are you: 
all dead there ? Wha, Solomon, I * 
5 [Exit bawling, 
Oliv. Well; I dread, left an expedition begun in fear, 
ſhould end in repentance.— Every moment we ſtay 
i increaſes our danger, and adds to my apprehenſions. 
Leont. There's no danger, truſt me, my dear; there 
can be none ; if Honeywood has acted with honour, and 
kept my father, as he promiſed, in employment till we 
are out of danger, nothing can interrupt our journey. 
Oliv. J have no doubt of Mr. Honeywood's ſincerity, 
and even his deſires to ſerve us. My fears are from your 
father's ſuſpicions. A mind ſo diſpoſed to be alarmed 
without a cauſe, will be but too ready when there's a 
reaſon. | | 
_ Leont. Why, let bim. 1 we are out of his power. 
Zut, believe me, Olivia, you have no great reaſon to 
dread his reſentment. His repining temper, as it does 
no manner of injury to himſelf, ſo will it never do hari: 
to others. He only frets to keep himſelf employed, and 
{colds for his private amuſement. 
Oliv. I don't know that ; but, I'm ſure, on n ſome oc 
6aſions 1 it makes him look moſt ſhockingly. 
CRroAKER, diſcovering himſelf. 
How does he look now? How does he look now 
_ Oliv, Al! 


Ln. Undone! 
Croak, How do I look now? Sir, I am your very 


humble ſervant. Madam, I am yours. What, you are 


going off, are you ? Then, firſt, if you pleaſe, take a word 


or two from me with you before you go. Tell me firſt 


where you are going ? and when you have told me that, 
perhaps I ſhall know as little as I did before. 


Leont, If that be ſo, our anſwer might but increaſe - 


your diſpleaſure, without adding to your information. 


Croak. ] want no information from you, puppy: and 


you too, good madam, what anſwer have you got ? Eh 


A cry without, flop him.) I think I heard a noiſe. My 


friend Honeywood without—has he ſeized the incendi- 
gary Ah, no, for now I hear no more on't, 


Leon. Honey wood without! Then, ſir, it was Mr. 


Honey wood that directed you hither. 


Croak. No, fir, it was Mr. Honeywood conducted me 


hither. 
Leont. Is it poſſible? 5 
Croak, Poſlible! Why, he's in the 1 now, 151 
more anxious about me, than my own fon, fir. 
Leont. Then, fir, he's a villain. 
 Croak. How, firrah ! a villain, becauſe he takes moft 
care of your father ? I'll not bear it, I tell you I'll not 
bear it. Honeywood is a friend-to the family, and Pl! 
have him treated as ſuch. | 
Leont. I ſhall Rady to repay his friendſhip as it de 
ſerves. 


Croak, Ah, rogue, if you knew Tam earneſtly he en- 


tered into my griefs, and pointed out the means to detect 


them, you would love him as 1 do. (4 9 without, 
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162 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN : 


2 him. ) Fire and fury ! they have ſeized the incendiary ; 
they have the villain, the incendiary in view. Stop him, 

| flop an incendiary, a murderer ; ſtop him, [Exit 

Oliv. Oh, my terrors ! What can this new tumult 
mean? 

Leont. Some new mark, I ſuppoſe, of Mr. Honey- 
wood's fincerity. But we ſhall have ſatisfaction; he 
hall give me inſtant ſatisfaction. 

Oliv. It muſt not be, my Leontine, if you value my 


eſteem or my happineſs. Whatever be our fate, let us 


not add guilt to our misfortunes . Conſider that our 
innocence will ſhortly be all we have left us. You muſt 
forgive him. 


Leont. Forgive him! has he not in every inſtance be- 


trayed us? Forced me to borrow money from him, | 


which appears a mere trick to delay us; promiſe to keep 
my father engaged till we were out of danger, and here 
brought him to the very ſcene of our eſcape? _ 

Oliv. Don't be pl ecipitate. We may yet be miſ⸗ : 
taken. 5 


Dnter PosTBOY, dragging in Jaxvis ; Honzvwoop 
entering ſoon after. 


Pol. Ay, niiſter we have him faſt enough. Here is 
the incendiary dog. I'm entitled to the reward; Il] 
take my oath I ſaw him aſk for the money at the bar, 
and then run for it. £ 

Honey. Come, bring him along. Let us fee him. Let 


him learn to bluſh for his crimes. (Diſcovering his miſ- 
jale.) Death! what's here! Jarvis, Leautine, Olivia ! 


What can all this mean ? 
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. Why, PI tell you what it means ; that I was an 
old fool, and that you are my maſter—that 5 all, 
Honey. Confuſion ! 


Leont. Yes, fir, 1 find you have kept your word with 


me. After ſuch baſeneſs, I wonder how you can ven- 


ture to ſee the man you have injured. 
Honey. My dear Leontine, by my life, my honour—— 


Leon. Peace, peace, for ſhame z and do not continu 5 
to aggravate baſeneſs by . 1 know you, ſir, 1 


know you. 


Honey. Why, won't you hear me ! By all that s juſt, I 
knew not 


Leont. Hear you, fir! to what purpoſe ? 1 now ſee. 
through all your low arts; your ever complying with 


every opinion; your never refuſing any requeſt ; your 
friendſhip as common as a proftitute's favours, and as fal- 
lacious; all theſe, ſir, have long been contemptible to 
the world, and are now perfeQly ſo to me. 
Honey. Ha contemptible to the world! that reaches 
me. IA lde. 
Leont. All the ſeeming 1 of your profeſſions, 
I now find, were only allurements to betray ; and all 
your ſeeming regret for their conſequences, only cal- 


culated to cover the cowardice of your heart. Dravs, 
villain ! 


Enter CRO AK ER, _ of breath. 


Coal. Where is the villain ? W has] i the mccediary: ? 


(Seizing the poſiboy.) Hold him faſt, the dog; he has 
the gallows in his face. Come, you dog, confeſs ; con” 
fefs all, and hang yourſelf. 
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164 THE COODP-XATUR D MAN: 


Peſt. Zounds ! maſter, what do you throttle me for ? 
Cg OK ER, beating him. 

Dog, do you refift ; do you reſiſt? 

Pofl, Zounds! maſter, I'm not he; there's the man 


that we thought was the rogue, and turns out to be one 
of the company. 


Croah, How ! 


Honey. Mr. Croaker, we have all been under a firings 
miſtake here; I find there is nobody guilty ; it was all 
2n error ; entirely an error of our own, 

Croak, And I fav, fir, that you're in an error; for 
there's guilt and double guilt, a plot, a damn'd jeſuitical 
peſtilential plot, and I muſt have proof of it. 

Iloney. Do but hear me. | 

Croak, What you mend t to bring em off, [ ſuppoſe ; 
Il hear nothing, 

Honey, Madam, you ſeem at leaſt calm enough to 
ka: reaſon. 

Oliv. Excuſe me. TE 

Honey. Goed Jarvis, let me then explain it to you. 

Jar. What guiſes Spine when the thing is 
done. 0 

Ley. Win nobody hear me? Was there ever ſuch 
a ſet, ſo blinded by paſſion and prejudice ! ( To the poſt 
boy.) My good friend, I believe you'll be ſurpriſed, 
when I aſſure you | 
Poſt. Sure me nothing—I m ſure of nothing but a 
good beating. 

Croak. Come, then, you. madam, if you ever hope for 
any fayour or forgivenels, tell me ſincerely all you know 
of this affair, 
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Oliv. Unhappily, fir, Im but too much the BY of 
your ſuſpicions : you ſee before you, fir, one that with 


falſe pretences has ſtept into > your fam! y to vetray 1 it; not ; 


your daughter 
Croak. Not my daughter ! 


Oliv. Not your daughter—but a mean deceiver=x! 110 
- ſupport me, I cannot 


Honey. Help, ſhe's going. Give her air. 


Croak. Ay, ay, take the young woman to the air; I. 
would not hurt a hair of her head, whoſe: ever Guus Shter 


ſhe may be- not ſo bad as that neither. 


[Exeunt all but Croaker. 


Croak. Yes, yes, all's out; I now ſee the whole affair: 


my ſon is either married, or going to be ſo, to this lady, 


whom he impoſed upon me as his fiſter. Ay, certainly 
ſo; and yet I don't find it afiQs me fo much as one 


might think. There's the advantage of fretting away 
our misfortunes beforeband, we never feel them when 


they come, 
Enter Miss RIchLAxD, and Stk WILLIAM. 


Sir Wil. But, how do you know, madam, that my ne- 
phew intends ſetting off from this place? 
Miſs Rich. My maid aſſured me he was coming to this 


inn, and my own knowledge of his intending to leave 


the kingdom, ſuggeſted the reſt. But what do] fee, my 


guardian here belore us! Who, my dear fir, could have 
expected meeting you here? to what accident do we 


owe this pleaſure ? 
Croak, To a fool, I believe: 


Miſs Rich. But, to what purpoſe did you come? 
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| Croat. To play the fool. 
Miſs Rich, But, with whom ? 
 Croak, With greater fools than myſelf. 
Miſs Rich. Explain. 


Croak. Why, Mr. Honeywood brought me here, to do 


nothing, now I am here; and my ſon is going to be 


married to I don't know who, that is here: fo now you 


are as wile as I am. 


Miſs Rich, Married ! to "whom, ſir ? 

 Croak. To Olivia; my daughter, as I took her to be; 
but who the devil ſhe is, or whoſe daughter ſhe is, I 
know no more than the man in the moon. | 

Sir Wil, Then, fir, I can inform you; and, tho' a 
ſtranger, yet you ſhall find me a friend to your family; 


it will be enough, at preſent, to aſſure you, that both in 
point of birth and fortune, the young lady is at leaſt 


your ſon's equal. ang left by her father, ſir James 


_ Croak. Sir James Woodville ! What, of the weſt ? 
Sir Wil. Being left by him, I fay, to the care of a 


' mercenary wretch, whoſe only aim was to ſecure her 
fortune to himſelf, the was ſent into France, under pre- 


tence of education; and there every art was tried to fix 


her for life in a convent, contrary to her inclinations. | 


Of this I was informed, upon my arrival at Paris; and, 
as I had been once her father's friend, I did al] in my 


power to fruſtrate her guardian's baſe intentions. I had 
even meditated to reſcue her from his authority, when 


your ſon ſtept in with more pleaſing violence, gave her 


: liberty, and you a daughter, 


A COMEDY, 1 

Croak. But I intend to have a daughter of my own 
chuſing, fir, A young lady, fir, whoſe fortune by my 
intereſt with thoſe that have intereſt, will be double 


what my ſon has a right to expect. Do you know Mr. 
Lofty, fir ? | 


Sir Will. Yes, fir ; and know that you are deceived i in 
bim. But ſtep this way, and I'll convince you. 
[Croaker and Sir Wüllen yon to confer. 
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Floney. Obſtinate man, till to perſiſt in his outrage ! 
Inſulted by him, deſpis'd by all, I now begin to grow 
contemptible, even to myſelf, How have I ſunk by too 
great an aſſiduity to pleaſe! How have I overtax'd all 

mp abilities, left the approbation of a ſingle fool ſhould 
eſcape me ! But all is now over; I have ſurvived my re- 

| putation, my fortune, my friendſhips, and nothing re- 
mains henceforward for me but ſolitude and repentance, 

_ Miſs Rich. Is it true, Mr. Honeywood, that you are 

ſetting off, without taking leave of your friends? The 
report is that you are quitting England. Can it be? 

Honey. Yes, madam ; and tho' I am fo unhappy as to 

have fallen under your diſpleaſure, yet, thank Heaven, 1 
leave you to happineſs; to one who loves you, and 
deſerves your love; to one who has power to ptocure 
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15 you affluence, and generoſity to bs ably your enjoy- 
: ment of it. 
: 


Miſs Rich. And are you ſure, fir, that he gentleman 
| you mean is what you deſcribe him? 


Honey. J have the beſt aſſurances of it, his ſ- ſerving me, 
He does indeed deferve the higheſt happinet 6, and that 
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168 THE GOOD-NATUR'D MAN: 


is in your power to confer. As for me, weak and wa- 


vering as J have been, obliged by all, and incapable of _ 
ſerving any, what happineſs can I find but in {olitude £ : 


What hope but in being forgotten ? 


Miſs Rich. A thouſand ! to live among friends that 


| eſteem you, whole happineſs i it will be to be permitted 


to oblige you. 
Honey. No, madam ; my cefotution is fix d. Inferio- 


rity among ſtrangers is eaſy ; but among thoſe that once 
were equals, inſupportable. Nay, to ſhew you how 


far my reſolution can go, I can now ſpeak with calinneſs 
of my former follies, my vanity, my diſſipation, my weak- 
neſs. I will even confeſs, that, among the number of 


my other preſumptions, I had the inſolence to think of 


loving you. Ves, madam, while [ was pleading the paſ- 


ſion of another, my heart was tortur'd with its own. 


But it is over, it was unworthy our Friendſhip, and let 
it be forgotten. 
| Miſs Rich, You amaze me! 


Honey. But you'll forgive it, I know you will ; ſince 


the confeſſion ſhould not have come from me even now, 
but to convince you of the fincerity of my intention of— 


never mentioning it more, 5 [Going.. 
Mi iſs Rich. Stay, fir, one moment—Ha ! he here 


Enter Lo FTY, 


1 Is the coaſt dear ? None but ſriends. I have 
followed you here with a trifling piece of intelligence : 


but it goes no farther, things are not yet ripe for a diſ- 


covery. I have ſpirits working at a certain board; your 
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affair at the treaſury will be done i in leſs than—a thou- 
ſand years. Mum! 
Miſs Rich. Sooner, fir, I ſhould hope. 1 


Lyfty. Why, yes, I believe it may, if it falls into proper 


hands, that know where to puſh and where to parry; 


that know how the land lies—eh, Honey wood. 
_ Miſs Rich. It is fallen into yours. : 


Lifiy. Well, to keep you no longer! in ſuſpence, your | 
| thing is done. It is done, | ſay—that's all. I have juſt 
i had aſſurances from lord Neverout, that the claim has 
been examined, and found admiſſible. Vuietus is the 


word, madam. 
Honey. But how! his lordſhip has been at Newmarket 
theſe ten days. 
 Lofiy. Indeed! Then Sir Gilbert Gooſe muſt have 
been moſt damnably miſtaken. I had it of hin. 
Miſs Rich. He! why Sir Gilbert and his family have 
been in the country this month. 

_ Lofty. This month ! It mult certainly be Wa Gil- 
bert's letter did come to me from Newmarket, lo that he 
muſt have met his lordſhip there; and fo it came about. 


have his letter about me; I'll read it to you. (7. aking 


ut a large bundle.) That's from Paoli of Corſica, that 
from the ma1quis of Squilachi.— Have you a mind to ſee 


a letter from count Poniatowſk!, now king of Poland— 


 Honeft Pon—{Searching.) O, fir, what are you here 
too? 111 tell you what, honeſt friend, if you have not 
abſolutely delivered my letter to Sir William Honey- 
| wood, you may return it. The thing wil! do without 
him, 
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Sir will. Sir, I have delivered it; ad a inform 
Fam it was received with the moſt mortifying contempt, 

_ Croak, Contempt! Mr. Lofty, what can that mean? 
Lofty. Let him go on, let him go on, I ſay. Lou Il: 
find it come to ſomething preſently, _ : 

Sir Will. Yes, ſir, I believe you'll be NY i ** 
waiting ſome time in the anti- chamber, after being ſur- 


veyed with inſolent curioſity by the paſſing ſervants, I 


was at laſt aſſured, that Sir William Honeywood knew 
no ſuch perſon, and 1 muſt certainly have been impoſed 


nan. 
| Lofty. Good; Jet me die; very good. Ha ! ha ! ha! 


Croab. Now, for my life, 1 can't find out ety the 


goodneſs of it. 
Lofty. You can't. Ha ! ha! 


 _ Creak, No, for the foul of me; 11 think i It was as con- 
founded a bad anſwer, as ever was ſent from one pri- 
vate gentleman to another. 


Lofty. And fo you can find out the forts of the el. 
ſage? Why, I was in the houſe at that very time. Ha! 


ha ! It was! that ſent that very anſwer to 55 own letter. | 


Ha! ha! 
Croat, Indeed! How ! 1 * 
Lofty. In one word, things N Sir William and 


me muſt be behind the curtain. A party has many eyes. 
He ſides with lord Buzzard; ] fide with Sir Gilbert 


Gooſe. So that unriddles his myſtery. 


Croak. And fo it Roos; Indeed ; and all my ſuſpicions | 
are over. 


Lofty. Your ſuſpicions What, TE. you have been 


T ſuſpecting, you have been ſuſpeRing, have you? Mr. 


WWW 
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Croaker, you and I were friends we are friends ho 
longer, Never talk to me. It's over; 1 1 ſay, it's 
5 . £ 

Cal. As 1 hope for your favour, I di not mean to 
offend. It eſcaped me. Don't be diſcompoſed. 

Lofty. Zounds! fir, but J am diſcompoſed, and will 
be diſcompoſed. To be treated thus! Who am TI! 
Was it for this, I have been dreaded both by ins and 
outs! Have I been libelled in the Gazetteer, and praiſed 
in the St. James's ; have I been chaired at Wildman's, 
and a ſpeaker at Merchant-Taylor's Hall; have I had 
my hand to addreſſes, and my head in the 2 ; 
and talk to me of ſuſpects! 

Croak. My dear fir, be pacifed. Wha can you have 
but aſking pardon? 

Lofty. Sir, I will not be pacifiedSulpeRts Who am 
11 To be uſed thus! Have I paid court to men in fa- 
vour, to ſerve my friends; the lords of the treaſury, ſir 
William Honey wood, and the reſt of the gang, and talk 
E to me of ſuſpects Who am I, I fay, who am I! 7 

Sir Will, Since, fir, you're fo preſſing for an an an- 
ſwer, III tel] you who you are. A gentleman, as well 
acquainted with politics, as with men in power; as well 
acquainted with perſons of faſhion, as with modeſty ; 
with lords of the treaſury, as with truth ; and with all, 
as you are with Sir William Honey wood. I am Sir 
William Honeywood-· 

| [ Diſcovering his " gn, of the Bath, 

Cod; Sir William Honeywood ! 

Honey. Aſtoniſhment ! my uncle! Aide. 
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Lofty. So then my confounded genius has been all this 


time only leading me up to the garret, in _ to "ung 


me out of the window. | 
| Croak. What, Mr. Importance, and are theſe your 


works? Suſpect you! you who have been dreaded by the 


ins and outs: you, who have had your hand to addreſſes 
and your head ſtuck up in print- ſhops. If you were ſerved 
right, you mould have your bead ſtuck up in the 


pillory. 
Lofty. Ay, ſtick it where you will; for, by the Lord, 


it cuts but a very poor figure where it ſticks at preſent. 
Sir Will. Well, Mr. Croaker, | hope you fee now how 
incapable this gentleman is of ſerving you, and how lit- 


tle Miſs Richland has to expect from his influence. 


Croak. Ay, fir, too well I ſee it; and I can't but ſay 1 


have had ſome boding of it theſe ten days. So, I'm re- 


ſolved, fince my fon has placed his affections on a lady 
of moderate fortune, to be ſatisfied with his choice, and 
not run the hazard of another Mr, Lofty, in helping hia1 
to a better. 

Sir Wil. 1 approve your reſolution; and here they come 
to receive a confirmation of Four pardon and con- 


ſent. 


Enter Mrs. CROAK ER, JARVIs, LE ONTINE and 


OLIVIA. 


 Mrs.Croak. Where's my huſband ! Come, come, lovey, 
you muſt forgive them. Jarvis here has been to tell me 
the whole affair; and, I fay, you muſt forgive them, 
Our own was a ſtolen match, you know, my dear; and 
we never had any realon to repent of it, 


Croak. 1 wiſh we could both ſay ſo. However, this 


-gentleman, Sir William Honeywood, has been before- 
hand with you, in obtaining their pardon. So, if the 


two poor fools have a mind to marry, I think we can 
tack them together without croſſing the Tweed 


for it. Joining their hands. 
Leont. How bleſt and unexpected! What, what can 


ve ſay to ſuch goodneſs ! But our future obedience ſhall 


be the beſt reply. And, as for this gentleman, to whom 
we owe | | 


Sir Will. Excuſe me, fir, if 1 interrupt your thanks, as 


I have here an intereſt that calls me (Turning to Honey- 
wood.) Yes, fir, you are ſurpriſed to ſee me ; and I own 


| that a deſire of correcting your follies led me hither, I 


ſaw, with indignation, the errors of a mind that only 
ſought applauſe from others ; that eafineſs of diſpoſition, 


which though inclined to the right, had not courage to 


condemn the wrong. I ſaw, with regret, thoſe ſplendid 
errors, that ſtill took name from ſome neighbouring duty. 
Your charity, that was but injuſlice ; your benevolence, 
that was but weakneſs ; and your friendſhip, but credy- 


lity. I faw, with regret, great talents and extenſive 
learning, only employed to add ſprightlineſs to error, 


and increaſe your perplexities. I ſaw your mind with a 


thouſand natural charms ; but, the greatneſs of its beau- 
ty ſerved only to heighten my pity for its proftitu- 


tion. org | 
Honey. Ceaſe to upbraid me, fir ; I have for ſome time 


but too ſtrongly felt the juſtice of your reproaches. But 
there is one way til] left me. Yes, fir, I have determined 
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this very hour, to quit for ever a place where 1 have 
made myſelf the voluntary ſlave of all; and to ſeek a- 
mong ſtrangers that fortitude which may give ſtrength 
to the mind, and marſhal all its diſſipated virtues. Yet 
ere! depart, permit me to ſolicit favour for this gentle- 


man; who, notwithſtanding what has happened, has 


laid me under the moſt  _ obligations. Mr. 
Lofty 


Lofty. Mr. Honey wood, I'm reſolved upon a reforma- 


tion as well as you. I now begin to find that the man 


who firſt invented the art of ſpeaking truth was a much 


cunninger fellow than 1 thought him. And, to prove 
that I deſign to ſpeak truth for the future J muſt now 
aſſure you, that you owe your late enlargement to ano- 
ther; as, upon my ſoul, I had no hand in the matter. 
So now if any of the company has a mind for prefer- 


ment he wy. take my ce, Em determined to reſign. 
| Exit. 


Hloney. How have I been deceived ! 


Sir Mill. No, fir, you have been obliged to a kinder, 
fairer friend for that favour; to Miſs Richland. Would 


the complete our joy, and make the man the has ho- 
noured by her friendſhip, happy in her love, I ſhould 
then forget all, and be as bleſt as the welfare of my 
deareſt kinſman can make me. 

_ Miſs Rich. Aſter what is paſt, it would be but affecta- 
tion to pretend to indifference. Yes, I will own an 
attachment, which, I find, was more than friendſhip. 


And, if my entreaties cannot alter his reſolution to quit 


the country, I will even tiy if my hand has not power 
to detain him, [Giving ber hand. 
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A COMEDY, 175 
Honey. Heavens ! how can I have deſerved all this? 
How expreſs my happineſs, my gratitude ! A moment, 
like this, overpays an age of apprehenſion. 

Croak, Well, now I ſee content in every face ; but 
| heaven ſend we be all better this day three months. 

Sir Will. Henceforth, nephew, learn to reſpeQ your- 
ſelf. He who ſeeks only for applauſe from without, has 
all his happineſs in another's keeping. 

Honey. Yes, fir, I now too plainly perceive my errors. 
My vanity, in attempting to pleaſe all, by fearing to of- 
fend any, My meanneſs in approving folly, leſt fools 
ſhould diſapprove. Henceforth, therefore, it ſhall be 
my ſtudy to reſerve my pity for rea] diſtreſs ; my friend- 
ſhip for true merit; and my love for her, who firſt 
taught me what it is to be happy. 
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A s puffing quacks ſome caitiff wretch procure 
To ſwear the pill, or drop, has wrought a cure; 
Thus, on the ſtage, our play-wrights ſtill depend 
For Epilogues and Prologues on ſome friend, 
Who knows each art of coaxing up the town, 
And make full many a bitter pill go down. 
Conſcious of this, our bard has gone about, 
And teaz'd each rhyming friend to help him out. 
An Epilogue, things can't go on without it; 
It cou' d not fail, wou'd you but ſet about it. 
Young man, cries one, (a bard laid up in clover) 
Alas, young man, my writing days are over; 
Let boys play tricks, and kick the ſtraw, not : 
| Your brother Doctor there, perhaps, may try. 
What I! dear fir, the Doctor interpoſes ; 
What plant my thiſtle, fir, among his roſes! 
No, no, I've other conteſts to maintain; 
To-night 1 head our troops at Warwick-lane. 
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* The ker: in expeQation of an Epilogue from a friend 
at Oxford, deferred writing one himſelf till the very laſt hour, 
| What is here offered, owes all its ſucceſs to the gracefu] maut* 
ner of the aQtreſs who ſpoke it. 


EPILOGUE. - ByYy 

Go, aſk your manager=Who, me ! Your pardon, 
Thoſe things are not our fort at Covent-garden. 
Our author's friends, thus plac'd at happy diſtance, 
Give him good words indeed, but no afliſtance. 
As ſome unhappy wight, at ſome new play, 
At the pit door ſtands elbowing away, 
While oft, with many a ſmile and many a ſhrug, 
He eyes the centre, where his friends fit ſnug; _ 
His ſimpering friends with pleaſure in their eyes, 
Sinks as he ſinks, and as he riſes riſe: 8 
He nods, they nod; he cringes, they grimace; 

ut not a ſoul will budge to give him place. 

| Since then, unhelp'd our bard muſt now conform 

To 'bide the pelting of this pittileſs ſtorm, 
Blame where you muſt, be candid where you can, 
And be each critic the Good-natur'd Man, 
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SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 
DEAR SIR, 


By inſcribing this ſlight performance to you, 1 do not 
mean ſo much to compliment you as myſelf, It may do 
me ſome honour to inform the public, that I have lived 
many years in intimacy with you. It may ſerve the in- 
tereſts of mankind alſo to inform them that the greateſt 


wit may be found in a character, without 1 impairing the 
moſt unaffected piety. 


4 have particularly reaſon to thank you for your par- 
tiality to this performance. The undertaking a comedy, 
not merely ſentimental, was very dangerous ; and Mr, 
Colman, who ſaw this piece in its various ſtages, always 
thought it ſo. However I ventured to truſt it to the 
public; and, though it was neceſſarily dcliyed till late 
in the ſeaſon, I have every reaſon to be grateful. I am, 


De ak SIR, 


YOUR MOST SINCERE FRIEND AND ADMIRER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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b d d d ui 
BY 
DAVID GARRICK, ESQ. 


Enter Mr. W OODWARD, drefſed in black, 
and holding a handkerchief to his eyes. 


Excusr me, firs, I pray =I can't yet ſpeak· 
I'm crying now; —and have been all the week. : 
«Tis not alone this mourning ſuit,” good maſters ; 

« P've that within”—for which there are no plaſters ! 
Pray, wou'd you know the reaſon why Pm crying? 
The comic muſe, long ſick, is now a dying? 

And if ſhe goes, my tears will never ſtop ; 
For as a play'r, I can't ſqueeze out one drop. [-- 
1 am undone that's all——ſhall loſe my bread = 

Id rather, but that's nothing loſe my head. ] 
When the ſweet maid is laid upon the bier, | 


We can as ſoon ſpeak Greek as ſentiments ! 
Both nervous grown, to keep our ſpirits up, 
We now and then take down a hearty cup. 
What ſhall we do? If Comedy forſake us? 
They'll turn us out, and no one elſe will take us. 


 Shuter and I ſhall be chief mourners here. b 
To her a mavkiſh drab of ſpurious breed, 8 
Who deals in Sentimentals, will ſucceed! ; ] 
Poor Ned and I are dead to all intents ; ; 


SITY OGUE, 133 
But, why can't I be moral ER, 29 me try 
My heart thus preſſing 
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fixed my face and eye 
With a ſententious look, that nothing means, 
Faces are blocks in ſentimental ſcenes) 
Thus I begin—** All is not gold that glitters, 
„ Pleaſures feem ſweet, but proves a glaſs of bitters 
« When ign'rance enters, folly is at hand : 
Learning is better far than houſe and land. 
Let not your virtue trip, who trips may ſtumble, 
And virtue is not virtue, if ſhe tumble.“ 
1 give it up——morals won't do for me; 
To make you laugh, I muſt play tragedy. 
One hope remains—hearing the maid was ill, 
A Doctor comes this night to ſhew his ſkill. 
To chear her heart, and give your muſoles motion, 
He, in five Draughts prepar'd, preſents a potion : 
A kind of magic charm—for be aſſur'd, 
E you will ſwallow it, the maid is cur'd : 
But deſperate the Doctor, and her caſe is, 
If you reject the doſe, and make wry faces! 
This truth he boaſts, will boaſt it while he lives, 
No, pois nous drugs are mix'd in what he gives. 
Should he ſucceed, you'll give him his degree; 
If not, within he will receive no fee ! = 
The college You, muſt his pretenſions back, 
Pronounce him Regular, or dub him Quack, 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 
Sir Charles Marlow, Mr. GaRDñv YER. 
Young Marlow, (his fon) Mr. Lewrs. 


Hardcaſtle, 

Haſtings, ; 
Tony Lumkin, - 
Diggory, 


; Mrs. Hardcaſtle, 

Miss Hardcaltle, 
Miſs Neville, 
Maid, 


Mr. ShuTER. 


Mr. DusgLLA Mx. 


Mr. Quack, 
Mr. Saunpess. 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Gx EEx. 
Mrs. BULKELEY. 


Mrs. Kn1veron,. 


Miſs WILLI AMs. 
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER: 
| THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 


ACT THE. FIRST. 
SCENE, a chamber in an old-faſhioned houſe. 
Eater Mrs. Harpc ASTLE, ah Mr. Ha ARDCASTLE, 

Mrs. Hardcaftle ws 


x: VOW, Mr. Hordcaltle, you re very DI - 
there a creature in the whole country, but ourſelves, that 
does not take a trip to town now and then, to rub off the 
ruſt a little? there's the two Miſs Hoggs, and our neigh- 
bour, Mrs. Grigſby, go to take a month' . reinen every 
winter. | 
Hard. Ay, and bring back vanity and affeQation to laſt 
them the whole year. I wonder why London cannot 
keep its own fools at home. In my time, the follies of 
the town crept ſlowly among us, but now they travel 
faſter than a ſtage-coach. Its fopperies come down, not 
only as inſide paſſengers, but in the very baſket. | 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, your times were fine times, indeed 
you have been telling us of them for many a long year. 
Here we live in an old rumbling manſion, that looks for 9 
all the world like an inn, but that we never ſce company. 
Our beſt viſiors are old Mrs. Oddfiſh, the curate's wile, 
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and little Cripplegate, the lame dancing-mafter ; and al! 
our entertainment your old ſtories of Prince Eugene and 
the Duke of Marlborough. I hate ſuch old-faſhioned 
trumpery. = 

Hard. And T love it. I love every thing that's old; 
old friends, old times, old manners, old books, old 

wine; and, I believe, Dorothy, (ialing her hand) you'll 
own T have been pretty fond of an old wife. 

Mrs. Hard. Lord, Mr. Hardcaſtle, you're for ever at 
your Dorothy's and your old wife's. You may be a 
Darby, but VII be no Joan, I promiſe you. I'm not fo 
old as you'd make me, by more than one good year. 
Add twenty to twenty, and make money of that. 

Hard, Let me ſee; twenty n to twenty, makes 
Juft fifty and ſeven, 

Mrs, Hard. It 8 falſe, Mr. Hardeaftle I was but twenty 
 whenT was brought to bed of Tony, that I had by Mr. 

Lumkin, my firſt huſband; and he's not come to een 

of diſcretion yet. 

Hard. Nor ever will, I dare anſwer for him. Ay, you 
have taught him finely. 

Mrs. Hard. No matter, Tony Lumkin has a good for- 
tune. My ſon is not to live by his learning. I don't think a 
boy wants much learning to ſpend fifteen hundred a year. 
Hard. Learning, quotha!. A mere compoſition of 

tricks and miſchief. | | 175 
Mrs, Hard. Humour, my dear; nothing but humour. 
Come, Mr. Hardcaſtle, you mul allow the oy a little 
humour, 

Hard. Id ſooner allow him an horſe-pond. ic! burn- 
ing the footmens ſhoes, frighting the maids, and worrying 
the kittens be humour, he has it. It was but yeſterday he 


THE MISTAKES OP A NIGHT, g my 


faſtened my wig to the back of my chair, and whenT wen 


tomake a bow, I popt my bald head in Mrs, Frizzle's = : 

Mrs. Hard. And am I to blame? The poor boy was 
always too ſickly to do any good. A ſchool would be his 

death, When he comes to be a little ſtronger, who 


knows what a year or two's Latin may do for him. 
| Hurd. Latin for him! A cat and fiddle. No, no, the ale- 
houſe and the ſtable are the only ſchools he'll ever go to. 
Mrs. Hard. Well, we muſt not ſnub the poor boy now, 
for I believe we ſhan't have him long among us. Any 
body that looks in his face may ſee he's conſumptive. 


Hard. Ay, if growing too fat be one of the na 
Mrs. Hard, He coughs ſometimes. 


Hard. Yes, when his liquor goes the wrong way. 
Mrs. Hard. I'm actually affraid of his lungs, 
Hard. And truly fo am I; for he ſometimes whoops 
like a ſpeaking trumpet—=(Tony Hallooing behind the ſcenes ) 


O there he goes A very conſumptive figure, truly. 


Enter Tonr, craſhing the ſtage. 


Mrs. Hard. Tony, where are you going, my charm- 


er? Won't you give papa and I a little of your N 
ny, lovee ? 


Tony. I'm in haſte, mother, 1 cannot lay. 


Mrs. Hardi You ſhan't venture out this raw evening, 


my dear; You look moſt ſhockiygly. 


Tony. I can't ſtay, I tell you. The three pigeons ex- 


pet me down every moment. There's ſome fun go- 
ing forward. 


Hari. Ay; the ale-houſe, the old has; ; 1 thought ſo, 


Mrs. Hard, A low, r ſet of fellows, 
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Tony. Not ſo low neither. There's Dick Muggins the 
exciſeman, Jack Slang the horſe doctor, little Aminadab 
that grinds the muſic box, and Tom Twiſt that ſpins 
the pewter platter. 
Mr. Hard Pray, my dear, diſappoint them for one 
night at leaſt, 

Tony. As for diſappointing them, 1 ould n not ſo much 
mind; but 1 can't abide to diſappoint myſelf. 

Irs, Hard, (Detaining bim) Yeu ſhan't go. 

Tony. 1 will, I tell you. 

Mrs. Hard, J ſay you ſhar't, 

Tom. W ell fee which is ſtrongeſt, you or J. 

[Exit, hawling her out, 

Ilurd. (ſclus.) Ay, here goes a pair that only ſpoil 
each other. But is not the whole age in a combination. 
to drive ſenſe and diſcretion out of doors? There's my 
preity darlin 3 Kate; the faſhions of the times have almoſt 
infected her too. By living a year or two in town, the 
15 as fond of gauze, and Prench Hopes y, as the beſt ol 
them 


| 1 Miſs HaR ped t. E. 


| Hard. Bleſſings on my pretty innocence ! dreſt out as 
wie, my Kate. "Goodneſs ! what a quantity of ſuper- 
fluous ſilk haſt thou got about thee, girl! I could never 
wach the fools of this age, that the indigent world 
could be cloathed out of the trimmings of the vain. 
Miſs Hard. You know our agreement, Sir. Youallow 
me the morning to receive and pay viſus, and to dreſs in 
my own manner; and in the evening, I put on my 
nouſewiſe Y dreſs to pleaſe you. | 


>, 
we 


THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 18) 


Hard. Well, remember 1 infift on the terms of bur 
agreement; and, by the bye, I believe I ſhall have o-- 
cafion to try your obedience this very evening. 


Miſs Hard. I eo fir, 1 don't comprehend Tous | 


meaning, 


Hard. Then to be plain with you, Kate, ! expel the 
young gentleman I have choſen to be your huſband 
from town this very day. I have his father's letter, in 
which he informs me his fon is ſet out, and that he in- 
tends to follow himſelf ſhortly after. 


Mifs Hard, Indeed! I wiſh T had known ſomething of 


this before. Bleſs me, how ſhall I behave ? It's a thou- 


ſand to one I ſhan't like him; our meeting will be ſo 


forma), and fo like a thing of buſineſs, that J hull find 
no room for friendſhip or eſteem. : 

Hard. Depend upon it child, I'll never controul your 
choice; but Mr. Marlow, whom I have pitched upon, 


is the ſon of my old friend, Sir Charles Marlow, ot 


whom you have heard me talk fo often. The young 


gentleman has been bred a ſcholar, and is deſigned ſor 


an employment in the ſervice of his country, I aw told 


he sa man of an excel ent underitanding, 
_ Miſs 7 Hurd. Is he? 


Hard. Very generous. 
IMifs Hard. 1 believe I ſhall like bier. 
Hard, Young and brave. 

Miſs Hard. Lm ſure I ſhall like him. 
Hard. And very handſome. | 


_ Miſs Hard. My dear papa, ſay no more, ( uns bis 


hand) he's mine I'M have him. 


Hard. And to crown all, Kate, he's one of the HOY 


baſhful and reſerved young fellows in all the world. 


1 
$$ ©. 
2 
PI 
W | 

L 
* 


_ ke \ — + — X * 3 - oy _ * 
— — = > - 222 
n — — — — — — 2 — wx 
"Bon — — — rr 1 ; — — — — 
N . — _= — - = 
— = = — ow SIE — „ 
a — — 2 — 
— 


190 SHE STQOOPS TO CONQUER : OR, 


Miſs Hard. Eh ! you have frozen me to death again, 
That word reſerved, has undone all the reſt of his ac- 
compliſhments. A reſerved lover, it is faid, always 
makes a ſuſpicious huſband, 

Hard. On the contrary, modeſty ſeldom reſides in 
a breaſt that is not enriched with nobler virtues. It was 
the very feature in his character that firſt ſtruck me. 

Miſs Hard. He muſt have more ſtriking features to 
catch me, I promiſe you. However, if he be fo young, 
ſo handſome, and fo every thing, as you mention, I be- } 
lieve he'll do ſtill. I think Pl] have him. 
Hard. Ay, Kate, but there is ſtill an obſtacle, It's 
more than an even wager, he may not have you, 

Miſs Hard, My dear papa, why will you mortify one 
 fof—Well, if he refuſes, inſtead of breaking my heart 
at his indifference, I'll only break my glaſs for its flattery, 
Set my cap to ſome newer faſhion, and look out for 
{ome leſs difficult admirer, 3 

Hard. Bravely reſolved! In the mean time P. 20 pre- 
pare the ſervants for his reception; as we ſeldom ſee 
company they want as much' training as a company of 
recruits the firſt day's muſter. Lai. 


11155 HARD ASTLE ſola. 
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Lud, this news of papa's, purs me all in a utter. 
Young, handſome ; 3 theſe he put laſt ; but I put them 
foremoſt. Senſible, good-natured ; 1 like all that, | 
But then reſerved and ſheepith, that's much againit 
him. Yet can't he be cured of his timidity, by being 
taught to be proud of his wife? Yes, and can't I—But 
I vow Pm diſpoſing of the huſband, before 1 have le» 
cured the lover, 
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Enter Miss NxVvILLE. 


Miſs Hard. Pm glad you're come, Neville, my dear, 


Tel me, Conſtance, how do I look this evening ? Is 


there any thing whimſical about me? Is it one of my 
well looking days, child? am I in face to-day? 


Miſs New. Perfectly, my dear. Yet now I look a- 


gain bleſs me ſure no accident has happened 


among the canary birds or the gold fiſhes. Has your 


brother or the cat been meddling * or has the laſt novel 
been too moving? 


Miſs Hurd. No; nothing of all this. I have been 


| threatened] can ſcarce get it out—l have been threat» 


ened with a lover, 
Miſs Nev, And his name 
Miſs Hard, Is Marlow. 5 
Miſs Nev. Indeed ! | 
Miſs Hard. The ſon of fir Chartes Marlow, 
Miſs Nev, As ] live, the moſt intinate friend of Mr. 


Ha ſtings, my admirer. They are never aſunder. I be- 


lieve you muſt have ſeen him when we lived in town. 
[Miſs Hard. Never, 


\ijs New. He's a very fingular character, I aſſure you. 


Among women of reputation and virtue, he is the 


modeſteſt man alive; but his acquaintance give him a 
very different character among creatures of another 
ſtamp : you underſtand me. | 


Miſs Hard, An odd character, indeed, I fhall never 


be able to manage him. What ſhall ] do? pſhaw. 


think of him no more, but truſt to occurrences for ſuc- 


cel But how goes on your own alſair, my dear ? has 
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my mother been e you for my brother Lone, as 
ufual? 


M ifs A ev. I have juſt come ſrom one of our agree- 
able téte-à-tète's. She has been faying a hundred 
tender things, and ſetting off her pretty monſter as the 
very pink of perfection. 
is Hard, And her partiality is ſuch, that he actu- 
ally thinks hin fo. A fortune like yours is no ſmall | 
temptation. Beſides, as ſhe has the ſole management 
of it, Pra not ſurprized to ſee her unwilling to let it go 
out of the family, 

Miſs Nevil, A fortune like mine, which chiefly conſiſts 
in jewels, is no ſuch mighty temptation. But at any 
rate, if my dear Haſtings be but conſtant, I make no 
doubt to be too hard for her at laſt. However, I let her 

ſuppoſe that I am in love with her ſon, and the never 
once dreams that my affections are fixed upon another. 

Miſs Hard. My good brother holds out ftoutly. I 
could almoft love him for hating you fo. 

Miſs New. It is a good-natured creature at bottom, 
and I'm ſure would with to fee me married to any body 
but himſelt. But my aunt's bell rings for our after- 
noon's walk round the improvements. Allons. Cou- 
rage is necelfary as our affairs are critical. 

Miſs Hard. Would i were bed time and all were 


well 4 Exeunt. 


d C EN E, an al:-houſe room. Several ſhabby felloaus, 
with punch and tobucco. Tony at the head of the table, 
a litile higher than the reſi : a mallet in his hand. 


 Omnes. Hurrea, hui rea, hurrea, bravo. 
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Let ſchool-maſters puzzle their brain, 
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1/7. Fellow. Now, gentlemen, ſilence for a ſong.— 
the *{quire is going to knock himſelf down for a _ 

 Omnes. Ay, a ſong, a ſong. 180 | 

Tony. Then FI! fing you, gentlemen, a forg I VE 
upon this ale-houſe, the three Pigeons, 


With grammar, and nonſenſe, and learning > 


Good liquar, I floutly maintain, 


Gives genus a better diſcerning. 
Let them brag of their heatheniſh gods, 
T heir Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians ; 
Their qui's and their quæ s, and their quod , 
T9 re all but a parcel of pigeons. 


Toroddle, toroddle, toro. 


Nen methodift preachers come down, 


4 preaching that drinking is finful, 
Lil avager the raſcals a crown, 
They always preach beſt with a f inful. 
But awhen you come down with your pence, 
Por a ſlice of the ſcurvey religion, 


T leave it to all men of ſenſe, 


Vu. Hou, my good friend, are the pigeon. 
Toroddle, Forage, 


Then come put the jorum about, 


And let us be merry and clever, 
Our hearts and our liquors are ſtout, 


Heros the three jolly pigeons fer ever, 


toro! -, 
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Let ſome cry up woodcoch or hare, 
Tuour buſlards, your ducks, and Jour Oe + 
But of all the birds in the air, 
Here's a health to the three jolly pigeons, © 
LR toroddle, torol!, 


-Omnee. Bravo, bravo. 
17/7. Fel, The 'ſquire has got Crane | in him. 


| 24, Fel. 1 loves to hear him ſing, bekeays he never | 


gives us nothing that's low, | 
34, Fel. Odamn any thing that's low, cannot bear it. 
4th. Fel. The genteel thing is the genteel thing at 
any time, If ſo be that a gentleman bees in a conca- 
tenation accordingly. 
34. Fel. I like the maxim. of it, maſter Muggins. 
What tho' I am obligated to dance a bear, a man may 


be a gentleman for all that, May this be my poiſon 8: -: 


my bear ever dances but to the very genteeleſt of tunes. 
Water Parted, or the minuet in Ariadne. 
2d. Fel. What a pity it is the ſquire is not come to 
his own. It would be well for all the publicans within 
ten miles round of him. 1 | 
Tony. Ecod and ſo it would, maſter Slang. [4 then 
Mew what it was to keep choice of company. 
24. Fel. O he takes after his own father for that.— 
To be ſure old ſquire Lumpkin was the fineſt gent le- 
man I ever ſet my eyes on. For winding the ſtreizht 
horn, or beating a thicket for a hare, or a wench, he 
never had his fellow. It was a faying in the place, 
that he kept the beſt horſes, dogs, and girls in the 
whole county. . 
Tony. Ecod, and when I'm of age, Pl be no baſtard, 
I promiſe you, I have been thinking of Bett Bouncer, 
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and the miller's grey mare to begin with. But, come, 
my boys, drink about and be merry, for you pay no 
reckoning. Well, Stingo, what's the matter ? 


Enter Lavi. ORD, 


Land. There be two gentlemen in a l at the 
door. They have loſt their way upo' the foreſt; and 
they are talking ſomething about Mr. Hardcaſtle. 
Tony. As ſure as can be, one of them muſt be the 
gentleman that's coming down to court | my ſiſter, Do 
they ſeem to be Londoners ? 
Land. 1 believe they may. They look woundily 
like Frenchmen. h 
Tony. Then defire them to ſtep this way, and I'll ſet 
them right in a twinkling. (Exit Landl.) Gentlemen, 
as they mayn't be good enough company for you, ſtep 
down for a moment, and VI] be with you in the ſqueez- 
ing of a lemon.  [Exeunt mob. 
Tony. (ſolus.)_ Father-in- law has been calling me 
whelp, and hound, this half year. Now, if I pleaſed, 
could be ſo revenged upon the old grambletonian, 
But then Vin afraid afraid of what! I ſhali ſoon be 


worth fifteen hundred a year, and let him frighten me 


out of that if he can. 


Enter LaxpLozD, condufling MARLO and 
__ HasTiNGs. 


Mar. What a tedious uncomfortable day have we 
had of it! We were told it was but forty miles acroſs 
the country, and we have come above threeſcore. 
Haſt. And all, Marlow, from that unaccountable re- 
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ſerve of yours, that would not let us enquire more free 
_ quently on the way. 
Mar. I own, Uaſtings, [ am unwilling to lay my- 
ſelf under an obligation to every one I meet : and often 
ftand the change of an unmannerly anſwer. 

Haft. At preſent, however, We are not likely to re- 
ceive any anſwer. 

Jony. No offence, gentlemen. But Pm told you have 
been inquiring for one Mr. Hardcaſtle in thoſe parts. 
Do you know what part of the country you are in ? 

Hlaſt. Not in the leaſt, fir, but ſhould thank you for 
information, 

Tony. Nor the way you came? 

_ Haſt. No, fir ; but if you can inform us 

Tony. Why, al if you know denber the road 
you are going, nor where you are, nor the road you 
came, the firſt thing I have to inform Jon is, that=— 
you have Joſt your way, _ 

Mar. We wanted no ghoſt to tell us chat. 

Tory. Play, gentlemen, may | be lo bold as to als 
the place from whence you came? 

Mur That's not neceſſary towards directing us 
where we are to go. 
Tony. No offence ; but queſtion for cuties] is al fair, 
you know, Pray, gentlemen, is not this ſame 3 
caſtle a croſs-grain'd, old-faihion'd, whimſical fellow, 

lwith an ugly face; a daughter, and a pretty ſon? 
| Haſ. \We have not ſeen the een but he has 
the family you mention, 

Tony. The daughter, a tall, trapeſing, 3 
talkative maypole—the ſon, a pretty, well-bred, agree 
able youth, that every body is fond of, 


WW. 
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Mar, Our information differs in this. The daughter 
is ſaid to be well-bred and beauriſul ; the fon, an auk- 


| ward booby, reared up, and ſpoiled at his mother's 


apron-ftring, 
Tony. He-he-hem,— Then, gentlemen, all J have to 


tell you | is, that you won't reach Br, Hardcaſtlc' s houle 
this night, I believe. 


Haft. Unfortunate ! 


Tony. I's a damn'd long, dark, boggy, A dan- | 
gerous way. Stingo, tell the gentlemen the way to 
Mr. Hardcaſtle's; (Min! ing upon the landlord) Mr. 


Hardcaſtle's of Quagmire Marſh, you underſtand me. 


Land. Maſter Hardcaſtle's! Lock-a-daiſy, my maſ- 
ters, you're come a deadly deal wrong! When you 


came to the bottom of the hill, you thou have croſs d 
down Squaſh-lane. 
Mar. Croſs down Squaſh- lane! 6 


Land. Then you were to keep ſtraight forward, till 


you came to four roads. 
Mar. Come to w here four roads meet! 


Tony. Ay; but you muſt be ſure to take only one 


of them, 
Mar. O fir, you're facetious. 


Tony. Then keeping to the right, you are to go ſide- 


ways till you come upon Crack-{kull common: there 


you muſt look ſharp for the track oi the wheel, and go 


forward, till you come to farmer Murrain's barn, Com- 


ing to the farmer's barn, you are to turn to the right, 
and then to the left, and then to Is right avout again. 
till you find out the old aul. 
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Mar. Zounds, man ! we could as ſoon find out the 
longitude ! 

Flat. What's to be done, Marlow? 

Mar. This houſe promiſes but a poor reception, 
tho' perhaps the landlord can accommodate us, 

Land. Alack, maſter, we have but one ſpare bed in 
the whole houſe. 

Tony. And to my knowledge, that s taken up by three 
lodgers already. (After a pauſe, in which the reſt ſeem 
diſconcerted) J have hit it. Don't you think, Stingo, our 

landlady could accommodate the gentlemen by the fire- 
fide, with—three chairs and a boltter ? 

Haſ. J hate ſleeping by the fire- ſide. 

Mar. And I deteſt your three chairs and a bolſter. 

Tony. You do, do you ! then let me ſee—what—if 
you go on a mile further, to the Buck's Head ; the ol 
Buck's Head on the hill, one of the beſt inns in the 
whole county * . | 

Haſ. O ho! fo we have efcaped an adventure for 
this night, however. | 

Land. ( Apart to Tany. 1 Sue you ben't e them 
to your father's as an inn, be you? 

Tony. Mum, you fool you. Let them find that out. 
(To them) You have only to keep on ſtraight forward, 
till you cone to a large old houſe by the road fide, 
You'll ſee a pair of large horns over the door. That's 
the ſign. Drive up the yard, and call ſtoutly about 
il. HT = | | 
Haſ. Sir, we are obliged to you. The ſervants can't 
nuſs the way? 

Ty; No, no: but 1 tell you though, the Jandhord 
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rich, and going to leave off buſineſs ; ſo he wants to be 


thought a gentleman, ſaving your preſence, he! be! 
he! He'll be for giving you his company, and ecod if 


you mind him, he'll perſuade you that his mother was 
an alderman, and his aunt a juſtice of peace. 

land. A troubleſome old blade to be ſure ; but a keeps 
as good wines and beds as any in the whole country. 
Mar. Well, if he ſupplies us with theſe, we ſhall 


want no further connexion, We are to turn to the 


right, did you fay ? 

Tony. No, no; firaight forward, TH juſt ſtep my- 
felf, and ſhew you a piece of the N (7 o the land- 
bord) Mum. 

Land. Ah, bleſs your heart, for a ſweet, Pee 
damn d miſchie vous ſon of a whore, (Exeznt, 
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ACT THE SECOND. 
Scene, an old faſhioned Houſe. 


Enter HARDCASTLE, followed by three or four auth, 
| Servanls. 


Hardcaftte. 
W EL L., T hope you? re perfect in the table exerciſe | 


H have been teaching you theſe three days. You all 
know your poſts and your places, and can hew tliat 
you have been uſed to good eee, without ever 
ſtirring ſrom home. 


Omnes. Ay, ay. 

Hard. When compapy comes, you are not to pop 
out and ſtare, and then run in a Sain, like frighted lab- 
bits in a warren. 

 Omnes, No, no. 


Hard. You, Digzory, whom I have taken from the 
| barn, are to make a ſhew at the fide-table ; and you, 
Roger, whom I have advanced from the plough, are to 
place yourſelf behind my chair. But you're not to 
ſtand fo, with your hands in your pockets, Take your 
hands from your pockets, Roger; ard "IIS FOUL heat, 
you blockhesd you. See how Diggory carries his 
hands, They? re a Jittle too ſift, indeed, but that's no 
great matter. pf 

Dig. Ay, mind how 7 hold them, I learned to hold 
my hands this way, when I was upon drill for the 
militia. And fo being upon diill==— | 

Hard. You muſt not he ſo talkative, Diggory. Vou 
mult be all attention to the gueſts. You muſt hear us 
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talk, and not think of talking; you mult ſee us drink, 
and not think of drinking; you muſt LR us eat, and not 
think of eating. 

Dig. By the laws, your Verde that's parfectly un- 
pollble. Whenever Diggory ſees yeating going for- 
ward, ecod he's always wiſhing for a mouthful himſelf. 

Hard. Blockhead ! is not a belly-full in the kitchen 
as good as a belly-full in the pariour ? Stay your ſto- 
mach with that reflection. | 


Dig, Ecod I thank your worthip, I'll make a fhift to 


ſtay my ſtomach with a ſlice of cold beef in the pantry. 


Hard. Di3z2ory, you are too talkative. Then if! 


| happen to ſay a good thing, or tell a good ſtory at 


table, you mult not al] burt out a- avghing, as if you 
made part of the company. | 
Dig. Then ecod your worſhip muſt not tell the ſtory 
of ould grouſe in the gun-room : I caz't help laughing at 
hat- he! he! he !=for the ſoul of me. We have 
lauzhed at that theſe twenty years—ha ! ha! ha! 
Hard. Ha! ta! ha! The ſtory is a good one. Well, 


honeſt Diggory, you may laugh at that—but ſtill re- 


member to be attentive. Suppoſe one of the company 
ſhould call for a glaſs of wine, how will you behave ? 
A glats of wine, Sir, if Ag pleaſe. (To Dig 
Eh, why don't you move? 

Dig. Ecod, your worſhip, J never have courage ul 


he the eatables and drinkables brought upo' the tadſey 
and then I'm as bauld as a lion. 


Hard. What will nobody move? 

Firſt Serw. Tin not to leave this pleace. 
Second Serv, I'm ſure its no pleace of mine. 
Third Serv. Nor mine, for fartain, 


202 SHE s TOO S TO CONQUER: OR, 


Dig. Wauns, and Pm ſure it canna be mine. 
Hard, You numbſkulls ! and ſo, while, like your bet- 


ters, you are quarrelling for places, the gueſts muſt be 


ſtarved. O you dunces! I find I muſt begin all over 
again,,-—But don't I hear a coach drive into the yard ? 
To your poſts, you blockheads, I'll go in the mean 
time and give my old friend's ſon a hearty reception at 
the gate. . | [Exit Hardcaſtle. 
Dig. By the elevens, my pleace 1 is gone quite out of 
my head. 
Reger. 1 know that my pleace is to be cvery hers. 
Firſt Serv. Where the devil is mine? 
Second Serv. My pleace is to be no where at all; and 
ſo ize go about my buſineſs. [Exeunt ſervants, running 
ne about as if frighted, aif- 


ferent ways. _ 


Enter SeRvVanT with candles, fhewing in | MazLow 
| and HaSTINGS. 


Serv. Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome. This 
Way. 

Haſ. Aſter the 3 of the day, wks 
once more, Charles, to the comforts of a clean room and 
a good fire, Upon my word, a very well-looking. houſe 3 ; 
antique, but creditable. 

Mar. The uſual fate of a large manſion. Having 
firſt ruined the maſter by good houſckeeping, it at laſt 
comes to levy contributions as an inn. 
| Haſ. As you ſay, we paſſengers are to be taxed to 
pay all theſe fineries. I have often ſeen a good ſide- 
board, or a marble chimney-piece, tho' not actually put 

in the bill, enflame a reckoning confoundedly. 
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Mar. Travellers, George, muſt pay in all places. The 
only difference is, that in good inns, you pay dearly for 


luxuries; in bad 1nns, you are fleeced and ſtarved. 


Haſ. Vou have lived pretty much among them. In 
truth, I have been often ſurpriſed, that you who have 
ſeen ſo much of the world, with your natural good 
ſenſe, and your many opportunities, could never yet 
acquire a requiſite ſhare of aſſurance. 

Mar. The Engliſhman's malady. But tell me, George, 
where could I have learned that aſſurance you talk of ? 


My life has been chiefly ſpent in a college, or an inn, in 


ſecluſion from that lovely part of the creation that 
chiefly teach men confidence. I don't know that I was 


ever familiarly acquainted with a fingle modeſt woman 


except my mother—But among temales of auother 
claſs you know== 


Haſ. Ay, among them you are impuden enough of 


all conſcience. 


Mar. They are of #s, you know.” 
Hlaſ. But in the company of women of reputation I ne- 
ver faw ſuch an idcot, ſuch a ttembler; you look for all 
the world as if you wanted an opportunity of ſtealing 


out of the room. 


Mer. Why, man, that becauſe I do want to o ſteal out 
of the room. Faith, I have often ſormed a reſolution to 


break the ice, and rattle away at any rate. But ] don't 


know how, a ſingle glance from a pair of fine eyes has 
totally overſet my reſolution. An impudent fellow 


may counterfeit modeſty, but I'll be hanged if a modeſt ; 


man can ever counterfeit impudence, 
Hef. If you could but fied half the fine things to them 
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that I have heard you laviſh upon the bar maid of « 
inn, or even a college bed-maker— 

Mar. Why, George, I can't ſay fine things to them; 
they freeze, they petrify me. They may talk of a co- 
met, or a burning mountain, or fome ſuch bagatelle. 
But to me, a modeſt woman, dreſt out in all her finery, i; 
the moſt tremendous object of the whole creation. 

Ha j. Ha! ha! ha! At this rate, man, how can you | 
ever expect to marry ? 

Mar. Never, unleſs, as among kings and princes, my 
bride were to be courted by proxy. If, mdeed, like an 
eaſtern bridegroom, one were to be introduced to a wife 
he never faw before, it might be endured. But to go 
through all the terrors of a formal courtſhip, together 
with the epiſode of aunts, grandmothers and coufins, and 


at laſt to blurt out the broad ſtaring queſtion of, Madam, x 


will you marry me? No, no, that s a ftrain much above 
me, I aſſure you. 


Haſ. I pity you. But how do you intend behaving to 


the lady you are come down to viſit at the requelt of 


your father? 

Mar. As J behave to all other ladies. Bow very low. 
Anſwer yes, or no, to all her demands—But for the reſt, 
1 don't think! thall venture to look 1 in her face, till I lee 
my father's again. 

Haſ. I'm ſurpriſed that one who is ſo warm a ſriend, 
can be ſo cool a lover. : 
Mar. To be explicit, my dear Haſtings, my chief i in- 
ducement down was to be inſtrumental in forwarding 
your happineſs, not my own. Miſs Neville loves you, 
the family don't know you ; as my friend you are ſure of 
a reception, and let honour do the reſt, 


dh. is | 
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Haſf. M y dear Marlow ! But I'll ſuppreſs the emotion. 


Were I a wretch, meanly feeking to carry of a fortune, 


rou ſhould be the laft man in the world I would apply 
to for aſſiſtance. But Miſs Neville's perſon is all J aſk, 
and that is mine, both from her deceaſed father's con- 


ent, and her own inclination. 


Mar. Happy man! You have talents and art to capti- 
vate any woman. I'm doom'd to adore the ſex, and vet 
to converſe with the only part of it I defpife. "This 
ſtammer in my addreſs, and this aukward pre poffeſſing 
vilage of mine, can never permit me to ſoar above the 
reach of a milliner's 'prentice, or one of the duchefſes of 


| Drury-lane. Pjhaw ! this fellow here to interrupt vs. 


Enter HARDCASTLE. 


Hard. Gentlemen, once more you are heartily wel- 


come. Which is Mr. Marlow ? Sir, you're heartily 


welcome. It's not my way, you ſee, to receive my 
friends with my back to the fire. I like to give them a 
hearty reception in the old ſtyle at my gate. I like to 
ſee their horſes and trunks taken care off. 
Mar. (Aſide. ) He has got our names from the fervants 
already. (To him) We approve your caution and hoſ- 
pitality, fr, : (To Haſtings) | have been thinking, George, 


of changing our travelling dreſſes in the morning, ! 


am grown confoundedly aſhamed of mine. 
Hard. 1 beg, Mr. Marlow, you'll uſe n no ceremon 4 in 


this houſe. 


Haſ 1 fancy, George, you” re Hebt the fi blow is 


half the battle. I intend opening the 3 with 


the white and elt 
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Hard. Mr. Marlow Mr. Haſtings—gentlemen pray 
be under no conſtraint in this houſe. This is Liberty- 
hall, gentlemen. You may do juſt as you pleaſe here. 

Mar. Yet, George, if we open the campaign too fierce- 
Iy at firſt, we may want ammunition before it is over. I 
think to reſerve the embroidery to ſecure a retreat. 

Hard. Your talking of a retreat, Mr. Marlow, puts me 
in mind of the duke of Marlborough, when we went to 
beſiege Denain, He firſt ſummoned the garriſon. 

Mar. Don't you think the ventre dor waiſtcoat will 


do with the plain brown ? 


Hard. He firſt ſummoned the garriſon, which might 
conſiſt of about hve thouſand men —— 

Haſ. 1 think not: brown and yellow mix but very 
poorly. | 

Hard. fay, gentlemen, as I was telling you, he 5 
moned the garriſon, which might conſiſt of about five 


thouſand men 


Mar. The girls like finery. | 

Hard. Which might conſiſt of about five thouſand men, 
well appointed with ſtores, ammunition, and other im- 
plements of war. Now, ſays the duke of Marlborough 
to George Brooks, that ſtood next to him—You mul 
have heard of George Brooks I'll pawn-my dukedom, 
ſays he, but I take that garriſon without x {piling a drop 
of blood. So- 

Mar. What, my e friend, if you gave us a glaſs of 
punch in the mean time, it would vp, us to carry on 
the ſiege with vigour 


Hard. Punch, fir! (Afide) This is ; the moſt e. | 


able kind of modeſty I ever met with. 
Marx, Yes, fir, punch, A glaſs of vrarm punch, after 
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our journey, will be comfortable. This is Liberty-hall, 
you know. | 

Hard. Here's cup, fir. 

Mar. (A ſide) So this fellow, in bis Liberty-ball, will 
only let us have juſt what he pleaſes. 

Hard. (Taking the cup) 1 hope you'll find it to your 
mind, T have prepared it with my own hands, and I be- 
lieve you'll own the ingredients are tolerable. Will you 
be ſo good as to pledge me, fir? Here, Mr. Marlow, 
here is to our better acquaintance. (drinks) 

Mar. (Afide) A very impudent fellow this ! but he's a 
character, and I'll humour him a little. 
to you. (drinks.) 
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Sir, my ſervice 


; Haſ. (Afide) J ſee this fallow! wants to give us his 
company, and forgets that he's an 1nn-keeper before he 

- has learned to be a gentleman. in 

0 


Mar. From the excellence of your cup, my old "DR, 
| ſuppoſe you have a good deal of buſineſs in this part of 
| the country. Warm work, now and then, at eleQions, 
I ſuppoſe, 

Hard. No, fir, I 3 g given that work over. er 
our betters have hit upon the expedient of electing each 
other, there is no buſineſs for us that ſell ale.” 

Haſ. So then you have no turn for politics 1 find, | 

Hard. Not in the leaſt. There was a time, indeed, 1 
fretted myſelf about the miſtakes of government, like 
| other people; but finding myſelf every day grow more 

angry, and the government growing no better, I left it 


1. mend itſelf. Since that, I no more trouble my head 
My about Heyder Ally, or Ally Cawen, han about Ally 
alter Croaker. Sir, my ſervice to you. . 


Haſ. So that with eating above ſtairs, as drinking 
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below, with receiving your friends within, and amuſing 
them without, you lead a good pleaſant buſtling life of it. 
Hard. ] do {tir about a great deal, that's certain. Half 
the differences of the pariſh are adjuſted in this very 
parlour. 

Mar. ( After drinking) And you have an. argumen! 
in your cup, old gentleman, better than any in Welt. 
minſter-hall. 

Hard. Ay, young gentleman, that, and a little philo- 
ſophy. 

Mar. ( Aſide) Well, this. is the firſt-time I ever heard 
of an inn-keeper's philoſophy. 

 Haſ. So then, like an experienced het you attack 
them on every quarter. If you find their reaſon manage- | 
able, you attack it with your philoſophy ; if you find 
they have no reaſon, you attack them with this. Here's 
your health, my philoſopher. (drinks). 

Hard. Good, very good, thank you; ba! ha! Your 
generalſhip puts me in mind of prince Eugene, when he 
fought the Turks at Lie battle of Belgrade, You ſhall 
hear. 

Mar. Inſtead of the battle of Herder 1 believe It's 
almoſt time to talk about ſupper. What has your phi- 
loſophy got in the houſe for ſupper? ES 

Hard. For ſupper, fir! (A/ide) Was ever ſuch a we 
queſt to a man in his own houle ! | 

Mar. Yes, lir, ſupper, fir ; I begin to feel an appetite 
I ſhall make deviliſh work to-night i in the larder, 1 pro- 
miſe. you, - 

Hard. (4 fde) Such a brazen dog 4 never my eyes 
beheld. (To him,) Why really, fir, as for ſupper I can't 
well tell, My Dorothy, and the cook-maid, ſeule 


2 
- 
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2 theſe things between them. I leave theſe kind 1 f things | 


entirely to them. 
Mar. You do, do you A 


Hard. Entirely. By-the-bye, I believe they are in 
actual conſultation upon what's for ſupper this moment 


in the kitchen. 


Mar. Then 1 beg they'll admit me as one of their pri- 


vy council. It's a way I have got. When travel, I 


always chooſe to regulate my own' ſupper. Let ths 
cook be called. No offence, I hope, fir. | 

Hard. O no, fir, none in the leaſt; yet I don't know 
how : ov Bridget, the cook-maid, is not very commu- 


nicative upon theſe occaſions. Should we ſend for her, 


ſhe might ſcold us all out of the houſe. 
Haſ?, Let's fee your lift of the larder then. Iaſk it 


as a favour. 'I always match my appetite to my bill of 
fare. | 


Mar. ( To Har dcaſile, who looks at them with fon rije.} 


Sir, he's very right, and it's my. way too. 


Hard. Sir, you have a right to command here. Here, 
Roger, bring vs the bill of fare for to-night's ſupper, 1 
believe it's drawn out. Your manner, Mr. Haſtings, 
puts me in mind of my uncle, colone]! Wallop. It was 
A ſaying of his, that no man was ſure of his ſupper til! 
he had eaten it. | | 

Haft. (Afide) All upon the high ropes! His uncle 


a colone!! We ſhall ſoon hear of bis mother being a 

_ juſtice of peace. But let's hear the bill of fare. 
 Haft. ( Perujing) What's here? For the firſt courſe ; 
for the ſecond courſe ; for the deſſert, The devil, fir ! 
£0 you think we have brought down the whole joincrs 


3 
—— —P 
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company, or the corporation of Bedford, to eat up ſuch 
a ſupper? Two or three little things, clean and com- 
fortable, will do. | 

Haſt. Bat, let's hear it 8 

Mar. (Reading) For the firſt courſe at t the top, a 
pig, and pruin ſauce. | 
Hat. Damn your pig, I bs. - 

Mar, And damn your pruin 3 ſay I. 

Hard. And yet, gentlemen, to men that are hungry, 
piz, with pruin ſauce, is very good eating. 

Mar. At the bottom, a calf's tongue and brains, 
Haft. Let your brains be knock d out, my good fir ; ; 
I don't like them. 

Mar. Or you may clap chem on a N by them- 


ſelves, 1 do. 
Hard. (Afide) Their . confounds me. 


(To them) Gentlemen, you are my gueſts, make what 
alterations you pleaſe. Is there any thin; g elſe you 
wiſh to retrench or alter, gentlemen ?_ 

Mar. Item. A pork pye, a boiled rabbic and aauſages, 
a florentine, a ſhaking pudding, and a diſh of tif—taff 
==taffety cream! 
Haft. Conſound your made diſhes, I ſhall be as much 
at a loſs in this houſe as at a green and yellow dinner at 
| the French ambaſſador's table. I'm for plain eating. 
Hard. Pn ſorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing you 
like, but if there be "OP 7 you have a e 
fancy to 
Mar. Why, really, fir, your bill of fare is ſo exquiſite, 
that any one part of it is full as good as another. Send 
us what you pleaſe. So much for ſupper. And now to 
ſee that our beds are air'd, and properly taken care of. 


THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT, 211 


Hard. 1 entreat you [ leave all that to me. You ſhall 


5 not tir a ſtep. 


Mar. Leave that to you ! I proteſt, fir, you muſt ex 


cuſe me. I always look to theſe things myſelf, 


Hard. J muſt inſiſt, fir, vou make yourſelf eaſy on 


| that head. 


Mar. You ſee I'm reſolved on it.“ (Afide) Aver 
troubleſome fellow this, as ever I met w ith, 

Hard, Well, fir, Pm reſolved at leaſt to attend you. 
(Afide) This may be modern modeſty, but 1 never ſaw 


any thing look fo like old-faſhioned impudence. 


[Exeunt Marlow and Hardcaftle, 

HasTiINGS, ſolus. 
80 I find this fellow's civilities begin to grow trouble- 
ſome. But who can be angry at thoſe aſſiduities which 
are meant to pleaſe him? Ha! what col fee f Mig 


92298 15 all that's happy . 


Enter Miss Nevat LF; 


Wile Neu. My Zh Haſtings! To what . 
good fortune? ta what accident. am I to aleribe this 
happy meeting ? 

Ha/t. Rather let me. ak the fame cneltion' as I could 
never have hoped to meet wy deareft Conſtance at an inn 

Miſs Nev. An inn! ture you miſtake ! My aunt, ny 
guardian, lives here. What could induce you to thisk 
this houſe an inn ? 

Hai. My friend, Mr. Marlow, with whom cane 
down, and J, have 5 ſent here as to an inn, I aſſure 
you. A young fellow whom we accidentally met at 2 


_ houſe hard by directed us hither. 


bis miſtake. I know the ſtrange reſerve of his temper 1s 


212. SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER : ox, 


M 7 Nev. Certainly it muſt be one of my hopeful 
_ couſin's tricks, of whom you have heard me talk ſo 
often, ha! ha! ha! | 
Haft. He whom your aunt intends for you ? he of 
whom I have ſuch juſt apprehenſfions ? 51 
Miſs New, You have nothing to fear from him, I af- 

fure you. You'd adore him if you knew how heartily 
he deſpiſes me, My aunt knows it too, and has under- 
taken to court me for him, and actually 18 10 to think 
the has made a conquelt, 
 Haſl. Thou dear difſembler ! You muſt know, my 
Conſtance, I have juſt ſeized this happy opportunity of 
my friend's viſit here to get admittance into the family, 
The horſes that carried us down are now fatigued with 
their journey, but they'll ſoon be refreſhed ; and then, 
if my deareſt girl will truſt in her faithful Haſtings, we 
ſhall ſoon be landed in France, where even among ſlaves 
the laws of marriage are reſpected. 
Mis New, I have often told you, that, though dy 
to obey you, I yet ſhould leave my little fortune behind 
with reluctance. The greateſt part of it was left me by 
iny uncie, the india director, and chiefly conſiſis in jew- 
els. I have been for ſome time perſuading my aunt to 
let me wear them. I fancy I'm very near ſuccecding. 
The inſtant they are put into my poſſeſſion you ſhall | 
find me ready to make them and myſelf yours. | 
Haft, Periſh the baubles! Your perſon is all I deſire. 
In the mean time, my friend Marlow muſt not be let into 


| ſuch, that if abruptly informed of it, he would inſtantly 
quit the houſe before our plan was ripe for execution. 
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Miſs New. But how ſhall we keep him in the decepti- 
on? Miſs Hardcaſtle is juſt returned from walking; 
what if we ſtill continue to deceive him ?= This, 
this way — . [They confer, 


Enter Mant,ow. 

Mar. The aſſiduities oftheſc good people teaze me he 
yond bearing. My hoſt ſeems to think it ill manners to 
leave me alone, and ſo he claps not only himfelf but his 
old-faſhioned wife on my back. They talk of coming 


to ſup with us too; and then, I ſuppoſe, we are to run 
the gauntlet through all the reſt of the fainily,-What 


have we got here 


Hlaſt. My dear Charles! Let me congratulate you l=— 4 
The moſt fortunate accident ! Who fs you think | is jul 


ali ghted ? 


Mar. Cannot gueſs. 
Hafl. Our miſtreſſes, boy, Miſs Hardeaſtle and Miß 


Neville. Give me leave to introduce Miſs Conſtance 
Neville to your acquaintance. Happening to dine in 


the neighbourhood, they called, on their return, to 
take freſh horſes here. Miſs Hardcaftle has juſt Rept 


into the next room and will be 2985 in an inſtant. 
Wasn't it lucky? eh! | 


Mar. (Aſide) 1 have been mort! Hed FRE of all 
conſcience, and here comes ſomething to complete my 
eniburraſſinent. 

Haſt. Well ! but wasn t the moſt fortunate thing i in 
the world ? | | | 5 

Mar. Oh! yes. Very fortunate=—a mot joyful en- 
counter— ut our qreſſes, George, you: know are in 
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diſorder.— What if we ſhould poſtpone the 
happineſs till to morrow ?—To-morrow at her own 
houſe It will be every bit as convenient—and rather 
more reſpectful- To-morrow let it be. 
[Ofering to go. 
Miſs New. By no means, fir. Your ceremony will 
diſpleaſe her. The diſorder of your dreſs will ſhew the 
ardour of your impatience. Beſides, ſhe knows you 


are in the houſe, and will permit you to ſee her. 

Mar. O! the devil! how ſhall I ſupport it? hem! 
hem! Haſtings, you muſt not go. You are to aſſiſt 
me, you know, I ſhall be confoundedly ridiculous, 
Yet, hang it ! Il take courage, Hem | 

Hat. Pſhaw, man ! it's but the firſt plunge, and all's 
over. She's but a woman, you know. 


Mar, And of all women, ſhe that I dread moſt t to en- 
counter! 


Enter Miss HARDcAsTLE, as W from avalking, 
| | a bonnet, &c. 


| Haſt / introducing them) Miſs Hardcaftle, Mr. Mar- 
low. I'm proud of bringing two perſons of ſuch merit 
together, that only wits know, to eſteem each other, 
Miſs Hard. (Afide) Now, for meeting my modeſt 
gentleman with a demure face, and quite in his own 
manner. (After a pauſe, in which he appears very in- 

eaſy and diſconcerted.) Pin glad of your ſafe arrival, fit 
— told you had ſome accidents by the way. 

Mar. Only a few, madam. Yes, we had ſome. 
Yes, madam, a good many accidents, but ſhould be 
ſorry—madam—or rather glad of any accidents==thit 
are ſo agreeably concluded. Hem ! 


e. 


al 
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Paft. (To him) You never ſpoke better in your whole 
life. Keep it up, and I'll inſure you the victory. 

Miſs Hard. I'm afraid you flatter, fir, You that have 
ſeen ſo much of the fineſt company can find little enter- 
tainment in an obſcure corner of the country. 

Mar. (Gathering courage) I have lived, indeed, in the 
world, madam ; but I have kept very little company. 
I have been but an obſerver upon life, madam, while 
others were enjoying it. 


Miſs Nev. But that, I am told, is the way to enjoy it 
at laſt,” .- 


Haſt. (To bin) Cicero never ſpoke better. Once 
more, and you are confirmed in aſſurance for ever. | 


Mar, (To him) Hem! Stand by me then, and when 


I'm down, throw in a word or two to ſet me up again. 


Miſs Hard. An obſerver, like you, upon life, were, I 
fear, diſagreeably employed, ſince you muſt have had 
much more to cenſure than to approve. 

Mar. Pardon me, madam. I was always willing to 
be amuſed, The folly of moſt people is rather an object 
of mirth than uneaſineſs. | 

Haſt. (To him) Bravo, bravo. Never ſpoke fo well in 
your whole life. Well! Miſs Hardcaſtle, I fee that you 
and Mr. Marlow are going to be very good company, | 
believe our being here will but embarraſs the interview, 

Mar. Not in the leaſt, Mr. Haſtings. We like your 
company of all things. (7s him) Zounds! George, 
ſure you won't go? how can you leave us? 

Huſt. Our preſence will but ſpoil converſation, fo 
we'll retire to the next room. (To him) You don't con- 
ſider, man, that we are to manage a little tete-à 


our Cn. J 1. 5 ; | | [Exeunts 


I tte of 
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Miſs Hard. (After a pauſe) But you have not been 
wholly an obſerver, I preſume, fir ; the ladies I ſhould 
hope have employed ſome part of your addrefles. 

Mar. (Relapſing into timidity) Pardon me, madam, 
l-=[—]—3s yet have ſtudied- only--to=deſerve them. 


Miſs Hard, And that, ſome ſays. Is the very worſt 
way to obtain them. 


Mar. Perhaps ſo, madam. But I love to converſe 
only with the more grave and ſenſible part of the lex 
But Pm atraid I grow tireſome. 

Miſs Herd. Not at all, fir ; there is nothing I like fo 
much as grave converſation myſelf ; I could hear it for 
ever. Indeed I have often been ſurpriſed how a man of 
ſentiment could ever admire thoſe light airy pleaſures, 
where nothing reaches the heart. 

Mar. It's a diſeaſe———of the mind, madam. In 
the variety of taſtes there muſt be ſome who wanting. a 
reliſh=—for——um—:—um. | 

Mis Hard. J underſtand you, fir. There muſt be 

ſome, who wanting a reliſh for refined pleaſures, pre- 
tend to deſpiſe what they are incapable of taſting. 
Mar. My meaning, madam, but infinitely better ex- 
preſſed. And I can't help obſervin; —a— 

Miſs Hard. (Aſide) Who could ever ſuppoſe this 
fellow impudent upon ſuch occaſions. (To him) You 
were going to obſerve, fir, | 

Mar. I was obſerving, aka ado —— I proteſt, ma- 
dam, I forget what I was going to obſerve. 

Miſs Hard. (Afide) I vow and ſo do I. (Jo him) You 


were obſerving, fir, that in this age of hypocriſy ſome- 
thing about hypocriſy, ſir. 
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Mar, Yes, madam. In this age of hypocriſy there 


are few who upon ſtrict inquiry do not aaa 


Miſs Hard. J underſtand you perfectly, fir. 


ſelf. 
Miſs Hard, You mean chit in this hypocritical age 


there are few that do not condemn in public what they 


practiſe in private, and think they pay every debt to vir- 
tue when they praiſe it. 

Mar. True, madam; thoſe who have moſt virtue in 
their mouths, have leaſt of it in their boſoms. But 
I'm ſure I tire you, madam. | 

Miſs Hard. Not in the leaft, fir ; there's ſomething 
ſo agreeable and ſpirited in your manner, ſuch life and 
force=—pray, fir, go on. 5 


Mar. Yes, madam. I was ſayinz——tbat there are 


ſome occaſions— 


when a total want of courage, 
madam, deſtroys all the and puts us upon — 


2a | | 
Miſs Hard. I agree with you entirely, a want of cou- 
rage upon ſome occaſions aſſumes the appearance of 
ignorance, and betrays us when we moſt want to excel. 
I beg you'll proceed. 
Mar. Yes, madam. Morally ſpeaking, madam 
But! fee miſs Neville expecting us in the next room, 1 
would not intrude for the world. 
Miſs Hard. ] proteſt, fir, I never was more agreeably 
entertained in all my life. Pray go on. 
© Mar. Yes, madam. 1 was But ſhe beckons 
us to join her, Madam, ſhall I do tnyſelf the hongur 
to attend you? | a 


Mar. (Afide) Egad ! and that's more than I do my- 
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Miſs Hard. Well then, Fil follow. 585 
Mar. (Afi de) This pretty 9885 dialogue has done 


tor me. 


Miss HarpcasTLE, ſola. 


Ha! ha ! ha! Was there ever ſuch a ſober ſenti- 
mental interview? I'm certain he ſcarce look'd in my 
face the whole time. Yet the fellow, but for his unac- 
countable bathfulneſs, is pretty well too. He has good 
ſenſe, but then ſo buried in his fears, that it fatigues one 
more than iznorance. If I could teach him a little 


confidence, it would be doing ſomebody that I know of 


a piece of ſervice. But who is that ſomebody ? — _ 
That, faith, is 2 e can ſcarce anſwer. (Exit. 


Enter Tox 44 14765 Manis at * Mus. 
HARDCASTLE and Has TIN GS. 


Tony. What do you e me for, ein Con > . 
wonder you're not aſhamed to be ſo very engaging. 
Miſs New. 1 hope, couſin, one may {peak t. to one's 


own relation, and not be to blame. 


Tony. Ay, but I know what ſort of relation you want 
to make me though ; but it won't do. T tell you, cou- 
fin Con, it won't do; fol beg you'll keep your diſ- 
tance, I want no nearer relationſhup, | 

[ She follows, coquetting him to the back 5 


Mrs. Hard. Well! I vow, Mr, Haſtings, you are 


very entertaining» There's nothing in the world I love 


| to talk of ſo much as London, and the faſhions, though 


] was never there.mylelf, 


THE 8 ES... OF A NIGHT. 219 


Haſt. Never there! you amaze me! From your air 


and manner, I concluded you had been bred all your life 


either at Ranelagh, St. James's, or Tower Wharf. 

Mrs. Hard. O] Sir, you are only pleaſed to ſay fo. 
We country perſons can have no manner at all. Pm in 
love with the town, and that ſerves to raiſe me above 
ſome of our neighbouring ruſtics ; but who can have a 
manner, that has never ſeen the Pantheon, the Grotto 


Gardens, the Borough, and ſuch places where the nobi- 
lity chiefly refort? All I can do is to enjoy London at 


ſecond-hand. I take care to know every tCete-A-tete 
from the ſcandalous magazine, and have all the faſhions, 
as they come out, in a letter from the two miſs Rickets 
of Crooked. ane. Pray how es like this . Mr. 
Haſtings 5 Tu 
Haſt. Extremely lope and degagee, upon my word, 
madam. Your friſeur 1s a Frenchman, I ſuppole ? 
Mrs. Hard. I proteſt I dreſt it myſelf from a print in 
the ladies memorandum-book for the laſt year, 
Haft. Indeed ! ſuch a head in a ſide- box, at the play- 


| houſe, would draw as many gazers as my lady mYy reſs | 


at a City ball. | 
Mrs. Hard, I vow, ſince inoculation began, there} is no 
ſuch thing to be ſeen as a plain woman; ſo one muſt 
dieſs a little particular or one may eſcape in the crowd. 
Haſt. But that can never be your caſe, madam, 1 in any 
dreſs. (bowing) 
Mrs. Hard. Vet, what 6 . my drefling when 1 
have ſuch a giece of antiquity by my fide as Mr. Hard- 
caſtle: all I can ſay will never argue down a ſingle but- 


ton from bis cloaths, I have often wanted him to throw 
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off his great flaxen wig, and where he was bald, to 
plaſter it over, like my lord Pately, with powder. 
 Haft, You are right, madam ; for, as among the la- 
dies, there are none ugly, ſo among the men there are 
none old. 

Mrs. Hard. But what do you think bis anſwer was > 
Why, with his uſual Gothic vivacity, he ſaid I only 


wanted him to throw off his wig to convert it into a ste 


for my own wearing. 
Heft. Intolerable ! At your age you may wear what 
5 you pleaſe, and it muſt become you. 
Mrs, Hard Pray, Mr. Haſtings, what do you take to. 
be the moſt faſhionable age about town? 
Haft. Some time ago, forty was all the modes but 
I'm told the ladies intend to bring up fiſty for the enſu- | 
ing winter, 

Mrs, Hard. Serioul. Then I alt ke ws young for 
the faſhion. 5 ETD 

Haft. No lady begins now to put on jewels till ſhe's _ 
paſt forty. For inſtance, miſs there, in a polite circle, 
would be confi dered as a child, as a mere maker of 
ſamplers. | 
Mrs. Hard. And yet Mia. Niece thinks herſelf as 
much a woman, and is as fond of Jewels as the oldeſt of 
us all. 

Haft. Vour niece, is ſhe? And that young g gentle , 
man, a brother of yours, I ſhould preſume ? _ 
Mrs. Hard. My ſon, fir. They are contracted to each 
other. Obſerve their little ſports: They fall in and out 
ten times a day, as if they were man and wife already. 
(To them) Well, Tony, child, what ſoft things are you 
ſaying to your couſin Conſtance this evening? | 
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Tony. 1 have been ſaying no ſoft things; but that 


it's very hard to be followed about ſo. Ecod! I've 


not a place in the houſe now that O left to gs but 


the ſtable. 


Mrs. Hard. Never mind him, Con, my dear, He's in 
another ſtory behind your back. 


Miſs New. There's ſomething generous in my couſin's 
manner. He falls out before faces to be forgiven in 


private. 
Tony. That's a damn d confounded crack. 


Mrs. Hard. Ah! he's a fly one. Don't you think 
they're like each other about the mouth, Mr. Haſtings ? 
The Blenkinſop mouth to a T. They're of a ſize too. | 
Back to back, my pretties, that Mr, Haſtings may ſee 


you. Come, Tony. 
Tony. You had as good not make me, ! tel you. 


(meaſuring. 


Miſs New. 0 lud ! be has almoſt cracked my head, 


Mrs. Hard. O the monſter ! For mo; Tony. You 


a man, and behave ſo ! 


Tony. If I'm a man, let me have my fortis. Ecod!“ 


I' not be made a fool of no longer. 


Mrs. Hard. Is this, ungrateful boy, all that Tm to get 
for the pains I have taken in your education? I that 
have rock d you in your cradle, and fed that pretty 


mouth with a ſpoon! Did not I work that waiſtcoat to 
make you genteel? Did not I preſcribe for you every 
ay, and weep while the receipt was operating! 


Tony. Ecod !' you had reaſon to weep, for you have 
been doſing me ever ſince I was born. I have gone 


through every receipt in the complete houſewife ten times 


over; and you have thoughts of courſing me through 
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Quincy next ſpring. But, ecod ! I tell you, I'll not be 
made a fool of no longer. 

Mrs. Hard. Wasn't it all for your 0s viper! * 
it all for your good ? 

Tony. 1 wiſh you'd let me and my good 5 then. 
Snubbing this way when I'm in ſpirits. If l'm to have 
any good, let it come of irſelf; not to keep dinging it, 
dinging it into one ſo. 

Mrs. Hard. That's falſe ; ; I never ſce you when 
you're in ſpirits, No, Tony, you then go to the ale- 
houſe or kennel. Pm never to be delighted with your 
agreeable, wild notes, unfeeling monſter ! 

Tony, Ecod ! mamma, your own notes are the wildeſt 
of the two. 

Mrs. Hard. Was ever the like ? But! ſee he wants to 
break my heart, I ſee he does. 

Hat. Dear madam, permit me to lecture the young 
gentleman a little, - Pm certain I can perſuade him to 
his duty. . 5 | 

Mrs. Hard. Well! T muſt retire. Come, Conſtance, 
my love. You ſee, Mr. Haſtings, the wretchedneſs of 
my fitLation : was ever poor woman ſo plagued with a 
dear, ſweet, pretty, provoking, undutiful boy. 

[Exeunt Mrs, Hardcaſtle and Miſs Neville. 


HasTinGs, Tony. 


Torr. | inging. 
1 There v was a young man riding by, and fain would 
have his will. Rang do didlo dee.“ Don't mind her. 
Let her cry, It's the comfort of her heart, T have ſeen 
her and ſiſter cry over a book for an hour together, and 
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they ſaid, they liked the book the better the more it 
made them cry. 

Haft. Then you're no friend to the ladies, I find, my 
pretty young gentleman ? 

Tony. That's as I find um. | 

Haft. Not to her of your mother's chuſing, I dare an- 
ſwer? And yet ſhe appears to me a . well- tem- 
pered girl. 

Tony. That's becauſe you don't know her as well as I. 
Ecod ! I know every inch about her; and there's not a 
more bitter cantanckerons toad in all chriſtendom, 

Hat. (Afide) Pretty encouragement this for a lover! 

Tiny. 1 have ſeen her fince the height of that. She 


has as many tricks as a hare in a thicket, or a colt the 


firſt day's breaking. 
Haſt. To me ſhe appears ſenſible and ſilent ! 


Tony. Ay, before company. But when ſhe's with ber 


play-mate ſhe's as loud as a hog in a gate. 


Haſt. But there is a meek modeſty about her that 


charms me. 


Tony. Yes, but curb ber ne ver ſo little, ſhe kicks up. 


and you're flung in a ditch, 


Haft. Well, but you muſt allow her a little beauty 


Yes, you muſt allow her ſome beauty. 

Tony. Bandbox! She's alla made up thing, mun. Ah! 
could you but ſee Bet Bouncer of theſe parts, you might 
then talk of beauty. Ecod, ſhe has two eyes as black 


as ſloes, and cheeks as broad and red as a pulpit cuſhion, 
She'd make two of ſhe. 


Haſt. Well, what ſay you to a friend that would take | 


this bitter bargain off your hands ? 
Tony. Anon. 
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Haſt. Would you thank him that would take Miſs Ne. 
ville, and leave you to bappineſs and your dear Betſy? 
Tony. Ay; but where is there ſuch a friend, for who 
would take her ? 
Haaf. I am he. If you but aſſiſt me, „ n engage to 
whip her off to France, and you ſhall never hear more 
of her. 
Tony. Aſſiſt you! Ecod I will to the laſt drop of my 
blood. I'Il clap a pair of horſes to your chaiſe that ſhall 
trundle you off in a twinkling, and may be get you a part 
of her fortin beſide, in jewels, that you little dream of, 
Haft. My dear ſquire, this looks like a lad of ſpirit, 
Tony. Come along then, and you ſhall ſee more of my 
ſpirit before you have done with me. (Singing. 
We are the boys EO 
That fear no noiſe — 
Where the thundering cannons roar. [Exeun:. 
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ACT THE:THIRD. 
Enter Harpc ASTL E, ſolus. 


Hardeaftle 


* HA T could my old friend Sir Charles mean 


by recommending his ſon as the modeſteſt young man 


in town? To me he appears the moſt impudent piece 


of braſs that ever ſpoke with a tongue. He has taken 


poſſeſſion, of the eaſy chair by the fire- ſide already. He 
took off his boots in the parlour, and deſired me to ſee 


them taken care of. I'm deſirous to know how his im- 
pudence affects my 8 will — be 


thocked at it. 


Enter Miss Ha RDCASTLE, plain z) dre ſs d. 


Hard Well, my Kate, I ſee you have changed your 


dreſs as I bid you; and yet, 1 Were, there was no 


great occaſion. 


Miſs Hard. I find ſuch a N fir, i in. ks your 


commands, that I take care to obſerve them without 
ever debating their propriety. 


Hard. And yet, Kate, I ſometimes vive you ſome 


cauſe, particularly when I recommended my modeſt 
gentleman to you as a lover to-day. 


Miſs Hard. You taught me to expect ſomething extra- 


ordinary, and J find the original exceeds the deſcription. 


Hard. I was never ſo ſurpriſed in my life! He 85 


quite confounded all my faculties! 


Miſs Hard. I never ſaw any thing like i it; and a man 


of the world too ! 
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Hard. Ay, he learned it all abroad what a fool was 
I, to think a young man could learn modeſty by travel. 
ling. He might as ſoon learn wit at a maſquerade. 
Miſs Hard. It ſeems all natural to him. 
Hard. A good deal aſſiſted by bad ny and a 


French dancing-maſter, 


Miſs Hard, Sure you miſtake, papa A French 
dancing - maſter could never have taught him that timid 
look, —that aukward addreſs, — that baſhful manner 
Hard. Whoſe look ? whoſe manner, child? _ | 

Miſs Hard. Mr. Marlow's : his mauvaife honte, his 
timidity ſtruck me at the firſt ſight, 

Hard. Then your firſt ſight deceived you; for think 
him one of the moſt brazen firſt __ that ever aſtoniſh- 
ed my ſenſes. 


Miſs Hard. Sure, fir, you rally ! I never ſaw any « one 
ſo modeſt, 


Hard, And can you be ned 1 never fas ſuch a 
bouncing ſwaggering puppy ſince I was born, Bully 


= Dawſon was but a fool to him. 


Miſs Hard. Surpriſing ! he met me with a reſpeRul 
bow, a ſtammering voice, and a look fixed on the ground. 
Hard. He met me with a loud voice, a lordly air, and 
a familiarity that made my blood freeze again. 
Mifs Hard. He treated me with dithdence and re- 
ſpe& ; cenſured the manners of the age ; admired the 
prudence of girls that never laughed ; tired me with 
- apologies for being tireſome ; then left the room with a 
| bow, and, madam, I would not for the world detain you. 
Hard. He ſpoke to me asif he knew me all his life 
before. Aſxked twenty queſtions, and never waited for 
an anſwer. Interrupted my beſt remarks with ſome lilly 
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pun, and when I was in my beſt ſtory of the duke of 
Marlborough and prince Eugene, he aſked if I had not a 
good hand at making punch. Yes, Kate, he aſked 
your father if he was a maker of punch ! 

Miſs Hard. One of us muſt certainly be miſtaken. 
Hard. If he be what he has ſhewn himſelf, I'm deter- 


_ mined he ſhall never have my conſent. 


Miſs Hard. And if he be ihe fvllen 9 I take him 
he ſhail never have mine. 

Hard. In one thing then we are es reject him. 

Mi/s Hard, Yes. But upon conditions. For if you 
ſhould find him leſs impudent, and I more preſuming ; if 
you find him more reſpectful, and I more importunate— 
I don't know the fellow is well enough for a man 
Certainly we don't meet many ſuch at a horſe race in 
the country. | 


Hard. If we ſhould find him ſo— But that's 1 8 


ble. The firſt appearance has done my buſineſs. l'm 


ſeldom deceived in that. 


Miſs Hard. And yet there may be many good qua- 


lities under that firſt appearance. 


Hard. Ay, when a girl finds a ſellow's outſide to her 


| taſte, the then ſets about gueſſing the reſt of his furni- 


ture. With her, a ſmooth face ſtands for good ls, 


wa a genteel figure for every virtue. 


| Miſs Hard. J hope, fir, a convet ſation begun with a 


compliment to my good ſenſe won't end with a ner at 


my underſtanding ? 
Hard. Pardon me, Kate. But if young Mr. Brazen 
can find the art of reconciling contradictions, he wy | 


pleaſe us both, perhaps. 


Miſs Hard. And as one of us muſt be miſtaken, what 
if we go to make ſurther diſcoveries ? | 
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Hard Agreed. But depend on't Pm in the right. 
Miſs Hard. And any on't I'm not much i in the 


dates, | Dm [Exeunt. 


Enter Toxv raining in with a caſet,” 


Tony. Ecod ! I have got them. Here they are. My 


couſin Con's necklaces, bobs and all. My mother ſhan't 
cheat the poor ſouls out of their fortin neither, O 
my Ser is that you 8 


Enter HASTINGS. . 


Hep. My dear friend, how have you managed with 


your mother? I hope you have aiffuſed her with pre- 
tending love for your couſin, and that you are willing 
to be reconciled at laſt ? Our horſes will be refreſhed in 
© ſhort time, and we ſhall ſoon be ready to ſet off. 85 


Tony. And here's ſomething to bear your charges by 


the way, (giving the caſket) your ſweetheart's jewels. 
| Keep them, and hang hates fa, that would rob you 
of one of them. 


Haſt. But how have you procured: them rom your . 
mother? 


Tomy. Aſk me no ts 5 I'll GO you no bbs 
procured them by the rule of thumb. If I had not a 
key to every drawer in mother's bereau, how could I go 


to the ale-houſe ſo often as I do? An honeft man end 


rob himſelf of his own at any time. 


Haſt. Thouſands do it every day. But to 56 FE 
with you; Miſs Neville is endeavouring to procure them 


from her aunt this very inſtant, If ſhe ſucceeds, it will 


be the moſt delicate way at leaſt of obtaining them. 
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Tony. Well, keep them, till you know how it will be. 

But I know how it will be well enough, ſhe'd-as ſoon 

part with the only ſound tooth in her head. 

 Haft. But ] dread the effects of her reſentment, when 
ſhe finds ſhe has loſt them. 

Tony. Never you mind her reſentment, leave me to 

manage that. I don't value her reſentment the bounce 
of a cracker. Zounds! ! here they are. Morrice. Prance. 

[Exit Haſtings. 


Toxy, Mxs. HARDCASTLE, and Miss NEVILLE. 


Mrs. Hard. Indeed, Conſtance, you amaze me. Such 
2 girl as you want jewels? It will be time enough for 
jewels, my dear, twenty years hence, when your e n 
begins to want repairs. 5 
Miſs New. But what will repair 1 at bon, will 
: certainly i improve it at twenty, madam. 
Mrs. Hard. Yours, my dear, can admit of none. That. 
natural bluſh is beyond a thouſand ornaments. Beſides, 
child, jewels. are. quite out at preſent. Don't you ſee 
half the ladies of our acquaintance, my lady Killday- 
light, and Mrs. Crump, and the reſt of them, carry. 

their jewels to town, and bring nothing but paſte and 
marcaſites back. 

Miſs Nev, But who knows, madam, but ſomebody- 
_ that ſhall be nameleſs would like me belt with all my 
little finery about me. 

Mrs, Hard. Conſult your glaſs, m my dear, and then ſee 
if, oy ſuch a pair of eyes, you want any better ſpark- 
lers. What do you think, Tony, my dear? does your 
Kar Con, want any Jewels, in your eyes, to ſet off her 

beauty 3 


230 SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER: OR, 


Jony, That's as thereafter may be. 
Miſs New. My dear aunt, if you knew how it would 
_ oblige me. 
Mrs. Hard. A parcel of old-faſhioned roſe and table- 
cut things. They would make you look like the court 
of king Solomon at a puppet-ſhew. Beſides, I believe l 
can't readily come at them. They may be N for 
aught I know to the contrary. 
Tony. (Abart to Mrs. Hardcaſtle) Then why don't you 
tell her ſo at once, as ſhe's ſo longing for them. Tell 
her they're loſt. It's the only way to quiet her. Say 
they're loſt, and call me to bear witneſs. 
Mrs. Hard. (Apart to Tony) You know, my dear, I'm 
only keeping them for you. So if I ay they're gone, 
you'll bear me witneſs, will you? He! he! he! 
Tony. Never fear me. Ecod ! ! TH ſay ] faw them taken 
out with my own eyes. _ | 
Miſs Nev. 1 defire them but for a FR madam. juſt 
to be permitted to ſhew them as relics, and then they 
may be lock d up again. 
Mrs. Hard. To be plain with you, my dear Conſtance; 
if I could find them, you ſhould have them. They're 
miſſing, I aſſure you. Loſt, for aught I know ; but we 
muſt have patience wherever they are. 
Miſs New. VII not believe it; this is but a tos 
pretence to deny me. I know they're too valuable to be 
ſo ſlightly kept, and as you are to anſwer for the loſs. 
Mrs. Hard. Don't be alarm'd, Conſtance. If they be 
| loſt, I muſt reſtore an equivalent. But my ſon knows 
_ they are miſling, and not to be found. 
Tony. That I can bear witneſs to, They are miſſing, 
and not to be found, PI! take my oath on't. 
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' Mrs. Hard. You: muſt learn reſignation, my dear ; 


patience. See me, how calm I am. 

Miſs New. Ay, people are generall y calm at the mis- 
fortunes of others. 

Mrs. Hard. Now, I wonder a girl of your good ſenſe 
ſhould waſte a thought upon ſuch trumpery. We thall 
ſoon find them; and, in the mean time, you ſhall make 
uſe of my garnets till your jewels be found. 
_ Miſs New. I deteſt garnets. 

Mrs. Hard. The moſt becoming things in the world to 
ſet off a clear complexion. You have often ſeen how 
well they look upon me. You ſhall have them. [ Exit. 


Miſs New. I diſlike them of all things, You ſhan't 
ſtir —— Was ever any thing ſo provoking to miſlay my 
own jewels, and force me to wear her trumpery. 
Tony. Don't be a fool. If ſhe gives you the garnets, 


take what you can get. The jewels are your own al- 
ready. I have ſtolen them out of her bureau, and ſhe 
does not know it. Fly to your ſpark, he'll tell you 
more of the matter. Leave me to manage her. 

Mis New. My dear couſin. 

Tony Vaniſh, She's here, and has miſſed them al- 
ready. Zounds ] how ſhe gage and ſpits about like 
a Catharine wheel, 


Enter Mas. HarRDCaSTLE. 


Mrs. Hard. Confuſion !. thieves | ! robbers! we are 
cheated, plundered, broke open, undone, | 
Tony. What' 5 the matter, what's the matter, mamma ? 


1 nothing? has ha apppened to any of the good family! 


M 


for tho we loſe our fortune, yet we ſhould not loſe our 
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Mrs. Hard. We are robbed. My bureau has been 


"ks open, the jewels taken out, and 'm undone. 


| Tony. Oh! is that all? Ha! ha! ha! By the laws! 
never ſaw it better acted in my life. Ecod, I thought 
you was ruin'd in earneſt, ha, ha, ha. 

Ms. Hard. Why, boy, I am ruin'd in earneſt. My 


bureau has been broke open, and all taken away, 
Tony. Stick to that; ha, ha, ha, ſtick to that. I'll. 


bear witneſs, you know; call me to bear witneſs. 
Mrs. Hard. I tell you, Tony, by all that's precious, 


the jewels are gone, and I ſhall be ruin'd for ever. 


Tony. Sure I know they're gone, and I am to ſay ſo. 
| Mrs. Hard. My deareſt Tony, but hear me. They're 
gone, I fay. 


Tony, By the laws, mamma, you make me for to 


laugh, ha! ha I know who took them well cnongl, 
ha ! ha! ha! 
Mrs. I'1rd, Was there ever ſuch a blockhead, that 


can't tell the difference between jeſt and earneſt. I tell 
you l'm not in jeſt, booby. | 


Tony. That's right, that's right : you muſt be in a 
bitter paſſion, and then nobody will ſuſpect either of us. 


I'll bear witneſs that they are gone. 


Mrs, Hard. Was there ever ſuch a eroſs-grain'd brute, 


that won't hear me! Can you bear witneſs that you're 


no better than a fool ? Was ever poor woman ſo beſet 
with fools on one hand, and thieves on the other? 
Tony. I can bear witneſs to that. 
Mrs. Hurd. Bear witneſs again, you blockhead yon, 


and I'll turn you out of the room directly. My poo! 


piece, what will become of her! Do you laugh, you 
1:fchvg brute, as if you enjoyed my ditreſs ? 


ou 
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Tiny. 1 can bear witneſs to that. 


Mrs. Hard. Do you inſult me, monſter ? T I teach you 


to vex your mother, I will. 
7 . I can bear witneſs to that. 


[He runs of, ſhe follows him. 


Enter Miss Hanpc As TL E and Map, 


Miſs Hard. What an unaccountable creature is that 
brother of mine, to ſend them to the houſe as an inn, ha! 
ha! 1 don't. wonder at his impudence. 

Maid. But what is more, madam, the young gentle- 
man, as you paſſed by in your preſent dreſs, aſk'd me if 
you were the bar-maid ? He miſtook you for the bar- 
maid, madam, 


Miſs Hard. Did he? Then, as 1 "a P m reſolved to 


| keep up the deluſion. Tell me, Pimple, how do you 
like my preſent dreſs? Don't you think I look ſomething 
like Cherry in the Beaux Stratagem ? 


Maid. It's the dreſs, madam, that every lady wears in 


the country, but when ſhe yiſits, or receives company. 


| Miſs Hard, And are you ſure he does not remember | 
my face or perſon ?. 


Maid. Certain of it. 5 
Miſs Hard. 1 vow, I thought ſo; for dad we ſpoke 


-for ſome time together, yet his ſears were ſuch, that he 


never once looked up during the interview. Indeed, if 
he had, my bonnet would have kept him from ſeeing me. 


Maid. But what do you hope from keeping bi in his 
_ miſtake ? 


_ Miſs Hard. In the Guſt place, I ſhall be ſeen, and that 
is no ſmall advantage to a girl who brings her face to 


market. Then I ſhall perhaps make an acquaintance, 


A 
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and that's no :mall victory gained over one who never 
addreſſes any but the wildeſt of her ſex. But my chief 
aim is to take my gentleman off his guard, and, like an 
inviſible champion of romance, examine the giant $ force 


| before I offer to combat. 


Maid. But are you ſure you act your part, and dit 
guiſe your voice, ſo that he may miſtake that, as he has 
already miſtaken your perſon? n 
 Mifs Hard, Never fear me. I think I have got the 
true bar-cant.— Did you honour call !——Attend the 
Lion there. Pipes and tobacco for the Angel.—The 
Lamb has been outrageous this half hour. 

Maid. It will do, Madam. But he's here. [Exit Maid. 


Enter MaRLOW. 


N.. What a bawling in every part of the houſe. 


have ſcarce? a moment's repoſe. If I go to the beſt 
room, there I find my hoſt and his ftory. If I fly to the 
gallery, there we have my hotteſs with her curteſy down 


io the ground. I have at lat got a moment to myſelf, 
and now for recolleQion: . [Walks and muſes. 

Miſs Hard. Did you call, fir ? Did your honour call ? 

Mar. (Mufing) As for Nils TIF, ſhe's too grave 
and ſentimental for me. 

Mifs Hard. Did your honour call ? 

[She ill places herſelf before him, he turning away. 

Mar. No child. {mufing) Beſides from the 8 
had of her, I think the ſquints. 

_ Miſs Hard. Vim fure, fir, 1 heard the bell ring. 

Mar. No, no. (muſing) I have pleaſe my father, 
however, by coming down, and T'll to-morrow pre 
myſelf by returning. 

[Tating out his tablets, and peru firg. 


: dC 
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Miſs Hard. Perhaps the other gentleman « called, fir ? 
Mar, I tell you, no. 


Miſs Hard. | ſhould be glad to know, fir. We hare 


fuch a parcel of ſervants. 


Mar. No, no, 4 tell you. { Looks fol 5 het face.) 


Yes, child, I think I did call. I wanted -I wanted 


low, child, you are vaſtly handſome. 
 Mifs Bard. O la, you'll make one aſham'd. 
Mar, Never ſaw a wore ſprightly malicious eye. 


Ves, yes, wy dear, J did call. Have you got any of 


youi—a— what d'ye ca! Miu in the houſe ; 


in 


Mifs Hard, No, fir, we have been out of that theſe 
ten days. 


Mar, One may call in this hou e, 1 find, to very little 
purpoſe. Suppoſe 1 ſhould call for a taſte, juſt by way 


of trial, of the nectar of your lips perhaps I might be 


eee in that too. 


Miſs Hard, Nectar! neQar! Thar s a liquer chere S 


no call for in theſe parts. French, Nu: Ve 
keep no French wines here, ſir. 


Mar. Of true Engliſh growth, 1 aTure you. 
 Mijs Hard, Then i it's odd I fhould not know it, We 
brew all ſorts of wines in this houſe, and! have lived 
here theſe eighteen years. f 
Mar. Eighteen years! Why one would think, child, 
you kept the bar before you were born. How old are you! 
Miſs Hard. O! fir, | muſt not tell my age. They lay 
women and muſic ſhould never be dated. 1 
Mar. To gueſs at this diſtance you can't be much 
above forty {appreaching), . Yet nearer ! don't think ſo 
much (approaching). By coming cloſe to ſome women 
they look younger ſtill; but when we come very cloſe 
indeed (attempting to kiſs ber.) 
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M r Hard Pray, fir, keep your diſtance. One would 
think you wanted to know one's age as "THEY do horſes, 


by mark of mouth. 


Mar. I proteſt, child, you uſe me extremely ill. I" 


you keep me at this diſtance, how 1 is it N you and 


can be ever acquainted ? 
Miſs Hard. And who wants to beacquainted with you? 


want no ſuch acquaintance, not I. I'm ſure you did 
not treat Miſs Hardcaſtle that was here a while ago in 
this obſtropolous manner. pn warrant me, before her 
you look'd daſh'd, and kept bowing to the ground, and 
_ talk'd, for all the world, as if you was before a juſtice of 


* 


Mar. (Afde) Egad! She has hit it, ; furs enough. (To 


Ber) In awe of her, child ? Ha! ha ha ! A mere, auk- 
ward, ſquinting thing, no, no. I find you don't know me. 
1 laugh'd, and rallied her a little; but I was unwilling to 


be too ſevere. No, I could not be too fevere, curſe me? 


Miſs Hard. O! then, fir, you are a aden, I find, 


among the ladies ? 


Mar. Yes, my dear, a great favourite. And yet, hang 


me, I don't ſee what they find in me to follow. At the 


ladies club in town, Im called their agreeable Rattle. 
Ratile, child, is not my real name, but one Pm known 
by. My name is Solomons. Mr. Solomons, my dear, 


at your fervice. (Offering to ſalute her.) 


Miſs Hard. Hold, fir ; you are introducing me to your 
club, not to yourſelf, | And youre re fo n a fayvurkte : 


| there, you ſay? . 
Mar. Ves, my dear. There's Mrs. Mantrap, ey 


Betty Blackleg, the counteſs of Sligo, Mrs. Langhorns, 
old Mi Biddy Buckſkin, and your humble ſervant, keep 
up che ſpirit of the place. 
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./ Hard. Then it's a very merry place, I ſuppoſe * 
Mar. Ves, as merry as cards, ſupper, wine, and old 
women can make us. 
Miſs Hard. And their agreeable Rattle, ba! ha! ha! 
Mar. (Aſide) Egad! 1 don't quite like this chit. She 
looks knowing, methinks. You laugh, child ! 
Miſs Hard. I can't but laugh to think what time they 
all have for minding their work or their family. 
Mar. (Afide) All's well ; ſhe don't laugh at me. 
To ber) Do you ever work, child? 
| Miſs Hard. Ay, fare. I here's not a ſcreen or a anile 
in the whole houſe but what can bear witneſs to that. 
Mar. Odfo ! Then you muſt ſhew me your embroidery. 
1 embroider and draw patterns myſelf a little. I you 
want a judge of your work you mult apply to me- 
[derging her hand. 
Mi ſs . iy, but the colours don't look well by 
candle-light, You ſhall ſee all in the morning. | 
Struggling. 
| Mar. And why not now, my angel? Such beauty fires 
beyond the power of reſiſtance.- Pſhaw ! the fa- 
| ther here! My old luck: Ineve nick d ſeven that I did 
not throw ames ace three times following [Exit Metier 


Enter HanpcasTLE, who fands in forthe: 


Hard. So, madam. So I find this is your modeſt lover. 
This is your humble admirer that kept his eyes fixed on 
the ground, and only ador'd at kumble diſtance, Kate, 

Kate, art thou not aſham'd to deceive your father ſo? 
Miſs Hard. Never truſt me, dear papa, but he's ſtil} 
the modeſt man I firſt took him for, you'll be convinced 
of it as well as J. 5 
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Hard. By the band of my body I believe his impudence 


is infectious! Did'nt I ſee him ſeize your hand? Didn't 
I ſee him hawl you about like a milk-maid ? And now 
you talk of his retpeR and his modeſty, forſooth ! 


- Miſs Hard, But if I ſhortly convince you of his mo- 


deſty, that he has only the faults that will paſs off with 


time, and the virtues that willi improve with age, Ihope 


you'll forgive him. 


Hard. The girl would actually make one run mad! 11 


tell you I' not be convinced. I am convinced. He 


has ſcarcely been three hours in the houſe, and he has 


already encroached on all my prerogatives. You may 

| like his impudence, and call it modeſty : But my ſon-in- 

law, madam, mutt have very differect qualifications, 
Miſs Hard. Sir, I aſ but this night to convince you. 
Hard. You ſhall not have half the time, for 1 have 

thoughts of turning him out this very hour. 

Miſs Hard. Give me that hour then, and I Hops to 

ſatisfy you. 

Hard. Well, an hone let it be then, But I 1 have no 


trifling with your father, All fair and open, do you 


mind me. 

Miſs Hard. hope, fir, you have ever found that? con- 
ſidered your commands as my pride; for your kindnets 
is ſuch, that my War as yet has been inclination. 
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er THE TO URTH. 
Enter HasSTINGS and Mrs 8 NxEVvI IIR. 
Haſtings. 


You ſurpriſe me ! Sir Charles Marlow expected 
here this night? Where have you had your informa- 
tion ? | 3 

Mif, Nev. You may depend upon it. I juſt ſaw his 
letter to Mr. Hardcaſtle, in which he tells him he in- 
tends ſetting out a few hours after his ſon. 

Flaſt. Then, my Conſtance, all muſt be completed 
before he arrives, He knows mie; and ſhould he find 
me here, would Ciſcover my name, and perhaps my 
deſigns, to the reſt of the family. | 

Miſs New. The jewels, I hope, are ſaſe. 

Zajt. Yes, yes. I have ſent them to Marlow, who 
keeps the keys of our baggage. in the mean time, Pl! 
go to prepare matters for our elopement. I have had the 
quire's promiſe of a freſh pair of horſes; and if E 
ſhould not ſee him again, will write him further direc— 
tions. . Exit. 

Miſs New. Well! ſucceſs attend you. In the mean 
tine, I'll go amuſe my aunt with the old pretence of a 
violent pation for my couſin, | | [Eis. 


71 Enter MAR OW, followed by a /ervart, 
Mar. I wonder what Haſtings could mean by ſending. 
me ſo valuable a thing as a caſket to keep for-bim, when. 


ke knows the only place 1 have +: the ſeat of a poſt 
M 5 
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coach at an inn-door. Have you depoſited the caſket 


with the landlady, as I ordered you? Have you out it 


into her own hands! 2 

Ser. Yes, your honour, 

Mar. She faid ſhe'd keep i it ſafe, did the ? 

Ser. Yes, ſhe ſaid ſhe'd keep it ſafe enough: ſhe 
aſk'd me how I came by it? and ſhe ſaid ſhe had 4 
great mind to make me give an account of myſelf, 

[Exit Servant. 


- Mar. Ha! ha! ha! They” re ſafe however. What 


an unaccountable ſet of beings have we got amongſt ! 
This little bar-maid tho' runs in my head moſt firange- 


ly, and drives out the abſurdities of all the reſt of the 


_ family, She's mine, ſhe —__ be mine, or I'm greatly 
miſtaken, 


Enter HasTinGs, 


aft. Bleſs me! I quite forgot to tell her that I in- 
tended to prepare at the bottom of the garden. Mar. 
Jow here, and in {pirits too! | 
Mar. Give me joy, George ! Crown me, ſhadow 
me with laurels! Well, George, after all, we modeſt 
fellows don't want for t.cceſs among the women. 

Haſt. Some women you mean. But what ſucceſs has 
your honour's mc-lefty been erowned with now, that it 
grows ſo inſolent upon us ? 


Mar. Didn't you fee the tempting, briſk, lovely, little | 
thing that runs about the Nous with a bunch of keys to 


Us girdle ? 
Haft. Well! and what then? 


Mar. She's mine, you rogue you. Such fire, ſuch | 


* 


„ py. BH 


C 


THE MISTAKES OP A NIGHT. 241 


motion, ſuch eyes, ſuch lips — but, egad ! ſhe would 
not let me kiſs them though. 

Haſt. But are you fo ſure, ſo very ſure of her! ? 

Mar. Why, man, ſhe talked of ſhewing me her 
work above-ſtairs, and J am to improve the pattern. 
Hlaſt. But how can you, Charles, 80 about to rob a 
woman of her honour ? | 

Mar. Pſhaw ! pſhaw ! We all know the honour of | 
the bar-maid of an inn. I don't intend to rob her, take 
my word for it; there's nothing in this houſe, I ſhan't 
honeſtly pay for. : ' 

Haſt. 1 believe the girl has virtue. 

Mar. And if ſhe has, I ſhould be the laſt man in the 
world that would attempt to corrupt it. 

Ha. You have taken care, I hope, of the caſket 
ſent you to lock up ? It's in ſafety? 

Mar. Yes, yes. It's ſafe enough. 1 have taken 
of it, But how could you think the ſeat of a poſt-coach 
at an inn-door a place of ſafety ? Ah! numbſkull! I 
bave taken better precautions for you than you did for 
yourſelf, have 

Haft. What! 

Mar. I have ſent it to the landlady to keep for you, 

Jia. To the landlady ! 

Mar. The landlady. 

11. You did? 

Mar. 1 did. She's to be anſiverable for i its: forth» 
coming, you know. 

Hlaſt. Ves, ſhe'l! bring it n * Tul a N = 

Mar. Wasn't rigiit ? I believe You N allow.thet 4 8 
2 ted prudently vpon this occaſion 2 
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Haft. (Afide) He muſt not fee my uneaſineſs. 
Mar. You ſeem a little diſconcerted though, mic. 
thinks. Sure nothing has happened? 

Haji, No, nothing. Never was in better Goirita in all 


my life. And fo you left it with the landlady, who, no 


doubt, very readily undertook the charge? 


Mar. Rather too readily. For ſhe not only kept the 


caſket ; but, thro' her great precaution, was going to 
keep the meſſenger too. Ha! ha! ha! 
Haſt. He hel he! They're ſaſe however. 
Mar. As a guinea in a miſer's purſe. 
Haſt. (Afide) So now all hopes of fortune are at an 


end, and we mult ſet off without it. (To him) Well, 
Charles, I'll leave you to your meditations on the pretty- 
| bar-maid, and, he, he, he, may you be as ſucceſsful for 
_ yourſelf as you have been for me. IeExit. 
Mar. Thank ye, George! J aſk no more. Ha! ha! 

ha 


Enter HARDC AST LE. 


Hard. I no longer know my own houſe. It's turned 


all topſey-turvey. His ſervants have got drunk already. 
I'Il bear it no longer, and yet, ſrom my reſpect for his 


father, I'll be calm. (To him) Mr. Marlow, your ſer- 


vant. Im Your very humble ſervant, 


[ Powing "EE 

"Marr Sir, your humble ſervant. (Aſide) What's to be 
the wender now ? „ Er 

Hard. I believe, fir, you muſt be ſenſible, 5 that 


no man alive ought to Be: more welcome than your f2- 


ther's ſon, fir, I hope you thick fo ? 
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Mar. I do from my ſoul, ſir. I don't want much in- 
treaty, I generally make my father's ſon welcome 
wherever he goes. 


Hard. believe you do, Hom my ſoul, fir But tho“ 


I fay nothing to your own conduct, that of your ſervants 
is inſufferable. Their manner of drinking is ſetting a 
very example in this houſe, I aſſure you. 
Mar, I proteſt, my very good fir, that's no fault of 


mine. If they don't drink as they ought, they are to 


blame. I ordered them not to fpare the cellar. I did, 

1 aſſure you. (To the fide ſcene) Here, let one of my ſer- 
vants come up. (To him) My poſitive directions were, 
hat as I did not drink myſelf, they ſhould make 129 for 
my deficiencies below. 


Hard. Then they had your orders for what —w_ do! ! 
Im fatisfied ! 


Mar. They had, I aſſure you. You ſhall hear from : 


one of themſelves. 
Enter SERVANT, drunk, 


Mar. You, Jeremy! Come forward, firrah ! What 
were my orders ? Were you not told to drink freely, 


and call for what you thoug ght at, for the good of the 


houſe tf 
Hard. (Afide) 1 begin to loſe my patience. 
Fer, Pleaſe your honour, liberty and Fleet-ſtreet for 
ever! Tho' I'm but a ſervant, I'm as good as another 


man, I'll drink for no man beſore ſupper, ir, dammy! 4 


Good liquor will fit upon a good ſupper, but a good 
fupper will not fit upon hiccuf— upon my con- 
ſcience, fir, 8 | * 55 
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Mar. You ſee, my old friend, the fellow is as drunk 


as he can poſſibly be. I don't know what vou'd have 


more, unleſs you'd have the 82 devil fouſed i in a beer 


barrel. | 
Hard. Zounds! he'll drive me diſtracted if I contain 


myelf any longer. Mr. Marlow. Sir; I have fub- 


mitted to your inſolence for more than four hours, and ] 


ſee no likelihood of its coming to an end. Pay now re- 
ſol ved to be maſter here, fir, and I deſire that you and 
your drunken pack may leave my houſe directly. 


| Mar. Leave your houſe !——Sure you jeſt, my good 


friend? What, when Pm doing what I can to pleaſe you, 


Hard. | tell you, fir, you don't pleaſe me ; 0 Ts 


you'll leave iy houſe. 


Mar. Sure you cannot be ſerious — this t time 


o'night, and ſuch a night. You only mean to dancer 
me? 
Hard. 1 tell you, TY I'm ſerious ; and, now that my 
paſſions are rouzed, I fay this houſe is mine, fir ; this 

houſe is mine, and I command you to leave it directly. 


Mar, Ha ! ha! ha! A puddle ina ftorm. I ſhan't 


Rix a ſtep, I aſſure you. (Ina. ſerious tone) This, your 


houſe, fellow, it's my houſe. This is my houſe, mine, 


while I chooſe to. ſtay. What right have you to bid 
me leave this houſe, fir ? I never met with ſuch im- 


pudence, curſe me, never in my whole life before. 
Hard. Nor I, confound me if ever I did. To come 


to my houſe, to call for what he likes, to turn me out 
of my own chair, to inſult the family, to order his ſer- 


vants to get drunk, and then to tell me, This bouſe is 


mine, fir, By all that's impudent it makes me laugh, 
Hal ha! ha! Pray, fir. (bantering) as you take the 


houſe, whatthink you of taking the reſt of the furniture? 


PROT 
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There's a pair of filver candleſticks, and there's a fire- 
| ſcreen, and here's a pair of brazen noſed bellows, pore 
| haps you may take a fancy to them? 


Mar. Bling me your bill, fir, bring me your bil, and 


let's make no more words about it. 


Hard. There are a ſet of prints too. What think 


you of the rake's progreſs for your own apartment ? 
Mar. Bring me your bill, I fay; and ! pl __ you 
i and your infernal houſe directly. 


Hard. Then there's a mahogany table, that you may 


| ſee your own face in. 


Mar. My bill, I ſay. 


Hard. J had forgot the great chair, for your own __ 
ticular numbers, after a hearty meal. 

May. Zounds ! bring me my bill, 1 fay, and ler 5 
hear no more ont. 

Hard. Voung man, young man, ow your father? 8 
letter to me, I was taught to expect a well-bred modeſt 


man, as a viſitor here, but now 1 find him no better than 
a coxcemb and a bully ; but he will be down here pre- 


ſently, and ſhall hear more of it. Exit. 


Mar. How's this! Sure I have not miſtaken the 


houſe ! Every thing looks like an inn. The ſervants 


cry, coming. The attendance is aukward ; the 


bar maid too to attend us. But ſhe's here, and will 
further inform me. Whither fo faſt, child ? A word 
with you. | | 


Enter Maes H ARDCASTLE, 


M iſ Hard. Let it be deter then, Pm in a burry.— 


(Aſide) I believe he begins to find out his miſtake, but 
it's too ſoon quite to undeceive him. 
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Mar. Pray, child, anſwer me one queſtion. What 
are you, and what may your buſineſs 1 in this houſe be? 

Miſs Hard. A relation of the family, fir. 

Mar. What, a poor relation ? 

Miſs Herd. Yes, tir. A poor relation appointed to 
keep the keys, and to ſee that the gueſts wants nothing 
in my power to give them, 

Mar. That is, you act as the bar-maid of this inn. 

Miſs Hard. Inn. O law 
your head ? One of the beſt families in the county 
keep an inn | la, ha, ha, old Mr. antennen houſe 
an inn! 

Mar. Mr. Hardcaftle s houſe ! Is this _ Mr, 
Hardcaſtle! s houſe, child? TY 

Miſs Hard. Ay, ſure. Whoſe elſe ſhould it be? 

Mar. So then all's out, and I have been damnably im- 
| poſed on, O, confound my ſtupid head, I ſha)! be 
laugh'd at over the whole town, I ſhall be ſtuck up in 
caricatura in all the print-ſhops. The Dulliſuno Mac- 
To miftake this houle of all others ſor an 15, 
and my father's old friend for an inn keeper. What a 
ſwaggering puppy muſt he take me for. What a filly 
puppy do I find myſelf, There again, may 1 be hang'd, 
my dear, but I miſtook you for the bar-nuis. 

Mijs Hard, Dear me ! dear me! I'm ſure there's no- 
thing in my behaviour to put we upon a level with one of 
that ſtamp. | 

Mar. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But I was in for a 


caroni. 


[iſt of blunders, and could not kelp making you a ſub- 


ſcriber. My ſtupidity ſaw every thing the wrong way. 
I miſtook your aſſiduity for aſſurance, and your bi plici 
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for allurement. But it's over—This houſe I no more 


ſhew my face in. 


Mis Hard. i hope, fir, 1 hve done nothing to diſ 
oblige you. Pm ſure I ſhould be ſorry to affront any 


gentleman who has been ſo polite, and faid ſo many 


civil things to me. I'm ſure I ſhould be ſorry (pretend. 


ing to cry) if he left the family upon my account, I'm 
ſure I ſhould be ſorry, people faid any thing amiſs, ſince 
have no fortune but my character. 

Mur. (Aſide) By heaven ! ſhe weeps. This is the firſt 
mark of tenderneſs I ever had from a modeſt woman, 


and it touches me. (To ber) Excule me, my lovely gir „ 


you are the only part of the family I leave with re- 
luctance. But to be plain with you, the difference of 
our birth, fortune, and education, make an honourable 
connexion impoſſible; and I can never harbour a thought 


of ſeducing ſimplicity that truſted in my honour, of 


bringing ruin upon one, whoſe only fault was being too 
lovely. 

Miſs Hard. (Afide) Generous man ! I now begin to ad- 
mire him. (To Jin) But I'm ſure my family is as good 
as Miſs Hardcaſtle's, and though l'm poor, that's no 
great misfortune to a contented niind, and, until this mo- 
ment, I never thought that it was bad to want fortune. 

Mar. And why now, my pretty ſimplicity ? 

Miſs Hard. Becauſe it puts me at a diſtance from one, 
rhat if I had a thouſand pounds I would give it all to. 


Mar. (Aſide) This ſimplicity bewitches me, fo that if 
Tftay Pm undone. I muſt make one bold effort, and 


leave her. (Tober) Your partiality in my favour, my dear, 
touches me moſt ſenſibly, and were I to live for myſelf 
alone, I could eaſily fix my choice, But I owe too muck 
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to the opinion of the world, too much to the authorit y 


ofa father, ſo that—] can ſcarcely ſpeak u—1t affe cts 
me. Farewell. | Exit. 


Miſs Hard. I never knew half his merit till now. He 


ſhall not go, if T have power or art to detain him. I' 


ſtill preſerve the character in which I ſtoop'd to conquer, 
but will undeceive my papa, who perhaps, may laugh 


him out of his reſolution, Exit. 
Enter Tov, Miss NE VILLE. 


Tony. Ay, you may ſteal for yourſelves the next time. 


I have done my duty. She has got the jewels again, 


that's a ſure thing; but ſhe believes it was all a miſtake 
of the ſervants. 1 


Miſs Nev. But, my dear couſin, ſure you 1 won't forſake 


us in this diſtreſs. If ſhe in the leaſt ſuſpects that Iam 
going off, I ſhall certainly be locked up, or ſent to my 
_. aunt Pedigree's, which is ten times worſe. 

Tony. To be ſure, aunts of all kinds are damn'd bad 
things. But what can I do? I have got you a pair of 


borſes that will fly like whiſtlejacket, and I'm ſure you 


can't ſay but I have courted you nicely before her face. 


Here ſhe comes, we muſt court a bit or two more, for 
fear the ſhould ſuſpect us. 


[They retire, and ſeem to fend. 
Enter Mus. HarpcasrLE, 


| Mrs. Hard. Well, 1 was greatly fluttered, to be fore. 


But my ſon tells me it was all a miſtake of the ſervants. 


J ſhan't be eaſy, however, till they are fairly married, 
and then let her keep her on fortune. But what do! 
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ſee! fondling together, as I'm alive. I never ſaw Tony 


ſo ſprightly before. Ah ! have I caught you, my pretty 


doves! What, billing, exchanging ſtolen ances, and 
broken murmurs. Ah! 


Tony. As for murmurs, mother, we e grumble a little 


now and then, to be ſure, Bur there's no love loſt. 


between us. 


Mrs. Hard. A mere ſprinkling, Tony, 8958 che lame i 


only to make it burn brighter. 


Miſs Nev, Couſin Tony promiſes to give us more of 


his company at home, Indeed, he ſhan't leave us any 

more. It won't leave us couſin Tony, will it? 
Tony. Oh! it's a pretty creature. No, I'd ſooner leave 

my horſe in a pound, than leave you when you ſmile 
upon one ſo, Your laugh makes you ſo becoming. 


Miſs Nev. Agreeable couſin ! Who can help admiring = 
that natural hamour, that pleaſant broad, red, thought- =” 


leſs, ¶ patting his cheek) ah! it's a bold face. 
MHrs. Hard. Pretty innocence. 


Tony. I'm ſure Ialways low d couſin Con's hazle eyes, 


and her pretty long fingers, that ſhe twiſts this way and 

that, over the haſpicholl's, like a parcel of bobbins. 
Mrs. Hard, Ah, he would charm the bird from the 

tree. I was never ſo happy hefore. My boy takes af- 


ter his father, poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The jewels, . 


my dear Con, ſhall be yours incontinently. You ſhall 


have them. Isn't he a ſweet boy, my dear? You ſhall 


be married to-morrow, and we'll put off the reſt of his 


education, like Dr, Diowly a $ ſermons, toa finer oppor- 


funity. 
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Enter Dis GORY, 


Dig. Where's the ſquire ? I have got A letter for your | 


worſhip 


ters firſt, 
Dig, 1 had orders to deliver it into your own | hands, 
Tony. Who does it come from? | 
Dig. Your worſhip mun aſk that o the letter itſelf, 


Tony. I could wiſh to know, tho! (turning the letter, 
and gazing on it.) 


. Miſs Nev. (A ſide) Undone, undone. A letter to hin 


Tun Haſtings. I know the hand. If my aunt ſees it, 
we are ruined for ever. Vl keep her employ'd a little 1 
I can. (To Mrs. Hardcafile) But I have not told you, 
madam, of my couſin's ſinart anſwer juſt now to Mr. 
Marlow. We ſo laugh'e= You muſt know, madam— | 


This way a little, for he myſt not hear us. [They confer, 


Tony. (Still gazing) A damn'd cramp piece of penman- | 


ſhip, as ever I ſaw in my life. I can read your print 


hand very well, But here there are ſuch handles, and 
ſhanks, and daſhes, that one can ſcarce. tell the head 
from the tail. To Anthony Lumpkin, Eſquire,” 1t's | 
very odd, I can read the outſide of my letters, where my | 
own name is, well enough, But when I come to open | 
it, it s all —buzz. Thabs hard, very hard; for the in- 


ſide of the letter is op the cream of the correſpon- 
dence. 
Mrs. Hard. Ha! ha! ha! [ Very well, very well. And 


fo my ſon was too hard for the philoſopher. 
 Mijs New. Yes, madam ; but you muſt hear the reſt, 


Tory, Give it to my mamma, | She reads all my 1 ; 
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ry 
madam. A little more this way, or he may hear us. 


You'll! hear how he puzzled him again. 

Mrs. Hard. He ſeems ſtrangely puzzled now himſelf, 
methinks. 

Tony. (Still gazing) A damn'd up * down hand, as 
if it was diſguiſed in liquor. (Reading) Dear fir. Ay, 
that's that. Then there's an M. and a T, and an 8, 


but whether the next be an izzard or an R, conſound 


me, I cannot tell. 

Ars. Hard. What's that, my dear. Can J give you 

any aſſiſtance? Fr 
_ Miſs Nev. Pray, aunt, Jet me read it. Nobody reads 


a cramp hand better than I. (twitching the e from : 


her) Do you know who it is from ? 
Tony. Can't tell, except from Dick Ginger the feeder, 
Miſs New. Ay, ſo it is. (pretending ie read) Dear 


*{quire, hoping that you're in health, as I am at this pre- 


ſeat. The gentlemen of the Shake-bag club has cut 
the gentlemen of Gooſe- green quite out of feather. The 
odds - um —odd battle Sum long ſighting um — 
here, here, it's all about cocls, and fighting; it's of no 
conſequence, here, put it up, put it up. 
| = [Thruſting the crumpled letter BR Ba 
Tony. Bui I tell you, Miſs, it's of all the conſequence 
in the world I would not loſe the reſt of it for a guinea, 
oy mother, do you make it out. Of no conſequence ! 
[Giving Mrs. Hardcaſile te letter. 
Ars. Bed How's this! (Reads) Dear ſquire, I'm 
now waiting for Miſs Neville, with a poſt chaiſe and 
pair, at the bottom of the garden, but 1 find my horſes 
yet unable to perform the journey. I expect you'll aſſiſt 
us with a pair of freſh horſes, as you promiſed. Diſpatch 
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"MW necelſiry, as the hag (ay the hag) your mother, ; 
will otherwiſe ſuſpect us. Yours, Haſtings, Grant me 
patience. I ſhall run diſtraded. My rage choaks me. 
Miſs Nev. 1 hope, madam, you'll ſuſpend your reſent- 
ment for a few moments, and not impute to me any im- 
pertinence, or ſiniſter deſign, that belongs to another. 
Mrs. Hard. (Curteſying very bow) Fine ſpoken, ma- 
dam, you are moſt miraculouſly polite and engaging, and 
quite the very pink of curteſy and circumſpection, ma- 
dam. (Changing her tone) And you, you great ill-faſhion'd 
oaf, with ſcarce ſenſe enough to keep your mouth ſhut, 
Were you too join'd againſt me? But I'll defeat all yout ] 
plots in a moment. As for you, madam, fince you have | 
got a pair of freſh horſes ready, it would be cruel to diſ- 


_ appoint them. So, if you pleaſe, inſtead of running away 1 
with your ſpark, prepare, this very moment, to run off 5 
with me. Your old aunt Pedigree will keep you ſecure, 29 
Ill warrant me. You too, fir, may mount your horſe, : 

v 


and guard us upon the way. Here, Thomas, Roger, 
Diggory, Ill ſhew you, that I] wiſh you better than you EE 
do yourſelves, | | LExit. 1 

Miſs New. So now I'm completely ruined. 

Tony. Ay, that's a ſure thing. | 

Miſs Nev. What better could be expatted from being 
connected with ſuch a ſtupid fool, and after all the nods 
and ſigns I mace him. 


n 


tl 


Tony. By the laws, Miss, it was your own cleverneſs, | 
and not my ſtupidity, that did your buſineſs. You were | 
ſo nice and fo buſy with your Shake-bags and Gooſe- ; 


_ greens, that 1 thought you could never be making b be- 
heve, — 
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Enter HasTINGS, 


Haft. So, fir, I find by my ſervant, that you have 
ſhewn my letter, and betray'd us. Was this well done, 
young gentleman. 


Tony. Here's another. Aſk Miſs there who betray F | 


you. Ecod, it was her doing, not mine. 
Enter MaxlLow. 
Mar. So I have been finely uſed here among you. 


Rendered contemptible, driven i into ill manners, 2 25 
inſulted, laugh'd at. 


Tony. Here's another. We ſhall have old _— 


broke looſe preſently. 


Miſs Nev. And there, fir, is the gentleman to whom 


we all owe every obligation. 


Mar. What can 1 ſay to him, a mere boy, an idiot, 
whoſe | ignorance and age are a protection. 


 Haſft. A poor contemptible booby, that would but | 


diſgrace correction. 


Miſs New. Yet with cunning and malice enough to 


make himſelf merry with all our embarraſſments, 


Haft. An inſenſible cub. 

Mar. Replete with tricks and wiſchief. | 

Tony. Baw ! damme, but I'Il fight you both one aſter 
the other, with baſkets. 

Mar, As for him, he's below reſentment. But your 
conduct, Mr. Haſtings, requires an explanation. You 
knew of my miſtakes, yet would not undeceive me. 


Haſt. Tortured as Iam with my own diſappointments, 


js this a time for explanations. It is not iriendIy, Mr. 
Marlow. 
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Mar. But, fir— 

Miſs Nev. Mr. Marlow, we never kept on your mif- 
take, till it was too late to undeceive you. Be pacified. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Serv, My miſtreſs deſires you'll get ready immediately, 


madam. The horſes are putting to. Your hat and 


things are in the next room. We are to go thirty miles 
before morning. [Exit Servant. 

Miſs New. Well, well; Pil come preſently. 

Mar. (To Haſtings) Was it well done, fir, to aſſiſt in 
rendering me ridiculous. To hang me out for the ſcorn 
of all my acquaintance. Depend upon it, fir, I ſhall ex- 
pect an explanation. . 

Haſt. Was it well done, fir if you're upon that fb 


jeect, to deliver what ] entruſted to yourſelf, to the care 


of another, fir. 
Miſs Nev. Mr. Haſtings. Mr. Marlow. Why will 


you increaſe my diſtreſs by this ponds diſpute. I 


implore, I intreat you 
Enter SERVANT, 


Ser. Your cloak, madam, My miftreſs is impatient. 
| [Exit Servant. 


| Miſs New, 1 come, Pray be pacified. If I leave you 


| thus, I jhall die with apprehenſion. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Vour fan, muff, and gloves, madam, The hol ſes \ 
are waiting. 
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Miſs Nev. O Mr, Marlow ! if you knew what a ſcene 
of conſtraint and ill- nature lies before me, I'm ſure it 
would convert your reſentment into pity. 


Mar. Pm fo diſtracted with a variety of paſſions, that 


1 don't know what I do. Forgive me, madam. George, 


forgive me. You know my haſty temper, and ſhould 
not exaſperate it, 


Haſt. The torture of my fituation is my only excuſe. 


Miſs New. Well, my dear Haſtings, if you have that 
| eſteem for me that I think, that I am ſure you have, 


your conſtancy for three years will but encreaſe the hap- 


pineſs of our future connexion. If 


Mrs, Hard. (Within) Miſs Neville. Conſtance, why 


Conſtance, I fay. 
Miſs New. Im coming. Well conſtancy. Remem- 
ber conſtancy is the word. [Exit. 


Haſt. My heart! How can I ſupport this. To be ſo 
near happineſs, and ſuch happineſs. 


Mar. (To Tony) You fee now, young gentleman, the 


effects of your folly. What might be amuſement to 
you, is here diſappointment, and even diſtreſs. | 
Tony. (From a rewerie) Ecod, J have hit it. It's here. 
Your hands. Yours and yours, My poor Sulky. My 
boots there, ho. Meet me two hours hence at the bot- 
tom of the garden ; and if you don't find Tony Lump- 
kin a more good-natur'd fellow than you thought for, 


Ill give you leave to take my beſt horſe, and Bet 
Bouncer into the biin, Come along. My boots, ho. 


{Eg xeunt. 
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Aer THE Fre TH. 
SCENE Continues. 
Enter HasTincs and SERVANT. 


Haſtings. 


You ſaw the old lady add Miſs Neville drive off, 
| you iy. 
Ser. Yes, your honour. They went off in a poſt 


They're thirty miles off by this time. 
Haſt. Then all my hopes are over. 
Her. Yes, fir. Old fir Charles is arrived. He and 


the old gentleman of the houſe have been laughing at 


Mr. Marlow's miſtake this halt hour. They are coming 
this way. | 
Haſt. Then muſt not be ſeen. So now to my fruit- 
leſs appointment at the bottom of the garden. This 
is about the time. : [Exit, 


Enter Six CHARLES and HAXDCASTLE. 


Hard. Hal ha! ha! The peremptory tone in which 
he ſent forth his ſublime commands. 

Sir Char. And the reſerve with which I ſuppoſe he 
treated all your advances. 

Hard. And yet he might have ſeen ſomething in me 
above a common inn-keeper, too. | 


Coach, and the young *ſquire went on hot ſeback..— 
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Sir Char. Yes, Dick, but he miſtook you for an un- 
common inn-keeper, ha! ha! ha! ” 
Hard, Well, Pm in too good ſpirits to think of any 
thing but joy. Yes, my dear friend, this union of our 
families will make our perſonal friendſhips hereditary ; 

and tho' my daughter's fortune is but ſmall——— 

Sir Char, Why, Dick, will you talk of fortune to me, 
My fon is poſſeſſed of more than a competence already, 
and can want nothing but a good and virtuous girl to 
ſhare his happineſs and encreaſe it. If they like each 
other, as you ſay they dooꝛ - 

Hard. If, man! 1 tell you they do like each other. 
My daughter as good as told me ſo, 

Sir Char. But girls are apt & to flatter themſelves, you 
know, | 

Hard. I ſaw him graſp her hand in the warmeſt man- 
ner myſelt ; and here he comes to 225 you out tel your 
ifs, I warrant him. 


Enter MaRLow. | 


Mar. come, fir, once more, to aſk pardon for my 
ſtrange conduct. I can ſcarce reflect on my inſolence 
without confuſion. 9 
Hard. Tut, boy, a trifle. You take it too gravely, 
An hour or two's laughing with my daughter will ſet 
all to rights again. She'll never like you the worle 
; of IN 

Mar. Sir, I ſhall be always proud of her do 

Hard, Approbation is but a cold word, Mr, Marlow ; 
if I am not deceived, you have ſomething more than ap- 
dae en thereahouts. | You take me. 

N2 
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Mar. Really, fir, I have not that happineſs. 
Hard. Come, boy. I'm an old fellow, and know what's 
What, as well as you that are younger. 8 I know what 

has paſt between you: but mum. 


Mar. Sure, fir, nothing has paſt between us but the 
moſt profound reſpe& on my fide, and the moſt diſtant 


reſerve on hers. You don't think, fir, that my impu- 
dence has been paſt upon all the reſt of the family. 
Hard. Impudence ! No, I don't ſay that—not quite 
impudence==though girls like to be play's with, and 
rumpled a little too ſometimes. But ſhe has told no 
tales, I aſſure you. 


Mar. I never gave her the ſlighteſt cauſe. 


Hard, Well, well, I like modeſty in its place well 


enough, But this is over-acting, young gentleman. 


You may be open. Your father and I will like you 


- the better for it. 
Mar. May I die, fir, if 1 ever 


Hard. 1 tell you, ſhe don't diſlike you. and as Fm fure 
you like her — 


Mar. Dear fir-»l proteſt, 61 | 

lar. I ſee no reaſon why you ſhould not be joined 45 
faſt as the parſon can tie you. 

Mar. But hear me, fir—— | 8 | 
Hard. Your father approves the match, 1admire it, 
every moment's delay will be doing miſchief, ſo — 
Mar. But why won't you hear me ? By all that's jufi 
| and true, I never gave Miſs Hardcaſtle the ſlighteſt mark 
of my attachment, or even the moſt diſtant hint to ſuſ- 
peect me of affection. We had but one interview, and 
that was formal, modeſt and unintereſting, 
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Hard. (Afide) This fellow's formal modeſt impudence 
is beyond bearing. 


Sir Char, And you neyer graſp d her hand, or made 
any proteſtations ! 


Mar. As heaven is my witneſs, I came down in obedi- 


ence to your commands. I ſaw the lady without emo- 
tion, and parted without reluctance. I hope you'll ex- 


aQ no further proofs of my duty, nor prevent me from 


leaving a houſe 1 in which I ſuffer fo many mortifications. 
Exit. 
Str Char. Im aſtoniſhed at 4. air of ſincerity with 
which he parted, 


Hard, And P'm aftoniſh'd at the deliberate intrepidit y 
of his aſſurance. | 


Sir Char, I dare pledge my life and honour * his 


truth. 


Hard. Here comes my daughter, and 1 would ſtake 
my happincls upon her veracity. 


Enter Miss HarpcasTLE. 


Hard. Kate, come hither, child. Anſwer us ſincere- 


ly, and without reſerve; has Mr. Marlow made you 
any profeſſions of love and affection? 
Miſs Hard. The queſtion is very abrupt, fir ! But * 
you require unreſerved ſincerity, I think he has. 
Hard. (To Sir Charles) You ſee. 


Sir Char. And pray, madam, have you and my fon had 
more than one interview? _ 


Miſs Hard. Yes, fir, ſeveral. 
Hard. (To Sir Charles You ſee. 
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Sir Char. But did he profeſs any attachment ? 
Miſs Hard. A laſting one. 

Sir Char. Did he talk of love? 

Miſs Hard. Much, fir. 
Sir Char, Amazing ! And all this formally 5 

Miſs Hard. Formally, 

Hurd. Now, my friend, I hope you are ſatisfied. 
Sir Char, And how did he behave, madam? 

| Miſs Hard. As moſt profeſt admirers do. Said ſome 
civil things of my face, talked much of his want of me- 
rit, and the greatneſs of mine; mentioned his heart, 
gave a ſhort tragedy ſpeech, and ended with pretended. 
_ rapture. | | 
' Sir Char. Now I'm perfectly convinced indeed. 
know his converſation among women to be modeſt 
and ſubmiſſive. This forward canting ranting manner 
by no means deſcribes him, and, I am confident, he 
never ſate for the picture. | 

Miſs Hard. Then what, fir, if 1 ſhould convince you 
to your face of my ſincerity ? If you and my papa, in 
about half an hour, will place yourſelves behind that 
ſcreen, you ſhall hear him declare his paſſion to nie Bog 
perſon. 

Sir Char, Agreed. And if 1 fend him what you de- 
erbe, all my happineſs | in him muſt have an end, 


[Exit 
Miſs Hard. And if you don't find him what i deſcribe 

— fear my happineſs muſt never have a beginning. 

| 8 
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SCENE changes to the back of the Garden. 
Enter HASTINGS» 


Hajt. What an idiot am © to wait here for a fellow, 
who probably takes a delight in mortifying me. He 
never intended to be punctual, and T1] wait no longer. 


What do I ſee, It is he, and perhaps with news of my 


Conſtance. 


Enter Tox v, ae and n | 


Hoſt. My honeſt ee I now find vou a man of . 


your word. This looks like friendſhip: 


Tony. Ay, I'm your friend, andthe beſt friend you have 


in the world, if you knew' but all. This riding by 
night, by the bye, is curſedly tireſome. It has ſhook 
me worſe than the baſket of a ſtage-coach. _ 


Haji. But how? Where did you leave your fellow 


_ travellers? Are they in ſafety? Are they houſed? 


Tony. Five and twenty miles in two hours and a half 
is no ſuch bad driving. The poor beaſts have ſmoaked 


for it: rabbet me, but I'd rather ride forty miles after 
a fox, than ten with ſuch varment. 


Haſt. Well, but where have you left the ladies ? I die 


with impatience. 

Tony. Left them! Why where ſhould I leave the ma 
but where J found them ? 
Haji, This is a riddle, 
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Tony. Riddle me this then. What's that goes round 


the houſe, and round the houſe, and never touches the 
houſe ? 


Haſt. Tm till aſtray. 

Tony. Why that's it, mon. I have led them aſtray. 
By jingo, there's not a pond or ſlough within five miles 
of the place but they can tell the taſte of. 3 

Haſt. Ha, ha, ha, I underſtand ; you took them in a 
round, while they ſuppoſed themſelves going forward. 
And fo you have at laſt brought them home again, 
Tony. You ſhall hear. I firſt took them down Fea- 
|  ther-bed lane, where we ſtuck faſt in the mud. I then 

_ rattled them crack over the ſtones of Up-and-down Hill 


Il then introduc'd them to the gibbet on Heavy-tree 


Heath, and from that with a circumbendibus, I fairly 


lodged them in this horſe- pond at the bottom of the 
garden. 


Haſt. But no accident, I hope, 
Tony. No, no. Only mother is ctnforndedly fright- 
ened. She thinks herſelf forty miles off. She's ſick of 
the journey, and the cattle can ſcarce crawl. Soif 
your own horſes be ready, you may whip off with 
couſin, and Pl] be bound that no ſoul here can budge a 
foot to follow you. 
Haft, My dear friend, how can I be grateful ? 
Tony. Ay, now it's dear friend, noble *ſquire. Juſt now 
it was all idiot, cub, and run me through the guts. 


Damn your way of fighting, I ſay. After we take a 


knock in this part of the country, we kiſs and be friends. 


But if you had run me through the guts, then I ſhould 


be dead, and you might go kiſs the hangman. 


263 
Haſt. The rebuke is juſt. But muſt haſten to re- 
lieve Miſs Neville: if you keep the old lady employed, 1 
promiſe to take care of the young one. 


THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT. 


[Exit Haſtings. 
Tony. Never fear me. Here ſhe comes, Vaniſh. 
She's got from the pond, and gs up to the waiſt 
like a mermaid. 


Enter MRS. HARDCASTLE. 


Mrs. Hard. Oh, Tony, I'm killed. Shook. Battered 
to death. I ſhall never ſurvive it. That laſt jolt that 
laid us againft the quickſet Wege has done pI buſt 
Neſs. 

Tony. Alack, mamma, it was all your own fault. You 


would be for running away by night, without knowing 


one inch of the way. 
Mrs. Hard. 1 wiſh we were at home again. I never 


met ſo many accidents in fo ſhort a journey. Drench'd 
in the mud, overturn'd in a ditch, ſtuck faſt in a ſlough, 


jolted to a jelly, and at laſt to loſe our way, Where- 
abouts do you think we are, I' ony : 5 


Tony. By my gueſs we ſhould come upon Crackſkull 


| common, about forty miles from home. 


Mrs. Hard. O lud O lud ! The moſt notorious 955 
in all the country, We only want a der, to make a 


complete night on't. 


Tony. Don't be afraid, mamma, don? t be afraid. TwWwo 


of the five that kept here are hanged, and the other 
three may not find us. Don't be afraid, Is that a man 


that's galloping behind us ? No; it's only A tres. Don © 


be afraid. 
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Mrs. Hard. The fright will certainly kill me. 
Tony. Do you ſee any thing like a black hat n 


behind the thicket? 


Mrs. Hard. O death! | 
Tony. No, it's only a cow, Don't be afraid, mamma z 


don't be afraid. 


Mrs, Hard, As Pm alive, Tony, I ſee a man coming, 
towards us. Ah! Pm ſure on't. If he perceives us we 
are undone. 

Tony. (Afide) Father i w. py all that's unlucky, 


come to take one of his night walks. (To her) Ah, it's 
2 highwayman, with piſtols as long as my arm, A 


damn'd ill-looking fellow. 
Mrs. Hard. Good heaven defend us! He appr oaches, 


Tony. Do you hide yourſelf in that thicket, and leave 


me to manage him. If there be any danger I'll cough 
and cry hem. When I cough be ſure to keep cloſe, 
 [AMrs, Hardcaſtle hides behind a tree in the back ſcene. 


Enter H As Ixos. | 


" Het Tm miſtaken, or I ind voices of people in 


want of help. Oh, Tony, i is that you. I did not ex- 


pect you ſo ſoon back. Are your mother and her 


charge in ſafety. 


Tony. Very faſe, fir, at my aunt Pedigree” s. Hem. 
Mrs. Hard. (From behind) Ah death ! I find there's 


5 bangen 


Hard. Forty miles in three hours; ; fure that's. too 


mach, m7 youngſter, 
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Tony. Stout horſes and willing minds make ſhort | Jour- 
nies, as they ſay. Hem. 

Mrs. Hard. (From bebind) Sure he'll do the dear boy 
no harm, | 

Hard. But 1 heard a voice here; 1 ſhould be ghd to 
know from whence it came? 

' Tony. It was I, fir, talking to myſelf, fir, I was ſay- 
ing that forty miles in four hours was very good going. 
Hem. As to be ſure it was. Hem. I have got a ſort 
of cold by being out in the air. Well g0 in, if you 

pleaſe. Hem. 
Hard. But if you talk to yourſelf you did not anſwer - 
| yourſelf. I am certain I heard two voices, and am re- 
ſolved Crai ſing his voice) to find the other out, 

Mrs. Hard. ( From bebind) Oh! he's coming to find 
me out. Oh! 

Tony. What need you go, fir: if I tell you. Hem. Pt 
Jay down my. life for the truth hem— 'I tell you all, 
ſir. | [ Detaining 3 

Rad 1 tell you, I will not be detained. I inſiſt on 
ſeeing, It's in vain to expect TI] believe you. 5 2 

Mrs. Hard. (Running forward behind) O lud, he'll 
murder my poor boy, my darling. Here, good gentle- 
man, whet your rage upon me. Take my»money, my 
life, but ſpare that young gentleman, ſpare my child, if 
you have any mercy. _ 

Hard. My wiſe ! as I'm a chriſtian, From whats = 
can ſhe come, or what does ſhe mean! | 

Mrs. Hard. ( Kneeling ) Take coupaſſion on us, good 
Mr, Highwayman. Take our money, our watches, all 
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we have, but ſpare our lives. We will never bring you 
to juſtice, indeed we won't, good Mr. Highwayman. 

Hard. | believe the womam's out, of her — What, 
Dorothy, don't you know me. 

Mrs. Hard. Mr, Hardcaſtle, as I'm Are! ! My fears 
blinded me. But who, my dear, could have expected to 
meet you here, in this frightful place, ſo far from home. | 
What has brought you to follow us? 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you have not loft your wits, 
So far from home, when you are within forty yards f 
your own door, (To him) This is one of your old tricks, 
you graceleſs rogue you. (7 7 her) Don't you know the 
gate, and the mulberry tree; and don't you remember 
the horſepond, my dear ? | 
Mrs. Hard. Yes, I ſhall remember the toad as 

long as I live ; I have caught my death in it. (To Tony) 
And is it to you, you graceleſs varlet, I owe all this. 
III teach you to abuſe your mother, I will. 
Tony, Ecod, mother, all the patiſh ſays you have 
| ſport d me, and ſo you may take the fruits on't, 
| Mrs, Hard. I'Il ſpoil you, I will. 


[ Follows him off the ſtage. Exit, 
Hard. There' s morality, however, i in his reply. 


Exit. 


Enter Has rixes and Miss Nevil IE. 


Haſt. My dear Conſtance, why will you deliberate 
thus? If we delay a moment, all is loft for ever. Pluck 


up a little reſolution, and we ſhall ſoon be out of the 
reach of her malignity. 
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Miſs New. I find it impoſſible. My ſpirits are ſo ſunk 
with the agitations I have ſuffered, that I am unable to 
face any new danger. Two or three years patience will | 
at laſt crown us with happineſs. | 
Hajt. Such a tedious delay is worſe than inconſtancy. 
Let us fly, my charmer, Let us date our happineſs 
from this very moment. Periſh, fortune. Love and 
content will encreaſe what we poſſeſs beyond a monarch's 
revenue. Let me prevail. 
Miſs Nev. No, Mr. Haſtings; no. Prudence once 


more comes to my relief, and I will obey its dictates. In 


the moment of paſſion, fortune may be deſpiſed, but it 
ever produces a laſting repentance. I'm reſolved to 
apply to Mr. Hardcaſtle's e and — for 

redreſs. 
Haſt. But tho? he had the will, he has not the power : 

to relieve you. 

Miſs Nev. But he has influence, and upon that I am 

reſolved to rely. | 


Hall. | bave no hopes. But fince you perſiſt, ri ; 
relunctantij obey you, [Exeunt, 


| ScEN E changes. 


Enter Sik CHARLES and Miss HaRDCASTLE, 


Sir Char. What a ſituation am ] in. If what you fay 
appears, I ſhall then find a guilty ſon. If what he ſays 
be true, 1 ſhall then loſe one, that of all 8 I moſt 
wiſh'd for a daughter, 


Miſs Hard. 1 am proud of your approbation, and to 
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ſhew I merit it if you place yourſelves as I direct, you 
ſhall hear his explicit declaration. But he comes. 
Sir Char, Pt to your father, and keep him to the ap- 


: ; pointment. 
| [Exit Sir Charles. 


Enter MARLOw. 


Mar. Tho' prepar'd for ſetting out, I come once more 
to take leave, nor did I, till this moment, know the 
pain I feel in the ſeparation. 

Miſs Hard. ( In her own natural 4 I believe theſe 
ſufferings cannot be very great, fir, which you can fo 
| eaſily remove. A day or two longer, perhaps, might 

leſſen your uneaſineſs, by ſhewing the little value of 
what you now think proper to regret. 

Mar. (Afide) This girl every moment improves upon 5 

e. (Zo Her) It muſt not be, madam. I have already 
wrifled too long with my heart. My very pride begins to 

| ſubmit tomy-paſſion. The diſparity of education and 

fortune, the anger of a parent, and the contempt of my 

5 equals, begin to loſe their weight ; and nothing can re- 

ſtore me to myſelf, but this painful effort of reſolution, 
is Hard. Then go, fir. I'll urge nothing more to 

| detain you. Tho' my family be as good as hers you 
came down to viſit, and my education, I hope, not infe- 
rior, what are theſe advantages without equal affluence ? 

I muſt remain contented with the flight approbation of 

imputed merit: J muſt have only the mockery of your 
vidreffes, while all your ſerious aims are bd on | fore 
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Enter HARDCASTLE and Six CH ARLE 1257 om bebind. 


Sir Char. Here, behind this ſcreen. | 15 

Hard. Ay, ay, make no noiſe. TI engage my Kate 
covers him with confuſion at laſt. 

Mar. By heavens! madam, fortune was ever my mall- 
eſt conſideration, Your beauty at firſt caught my eye; 
for who could ſee that without emotion, But every mo- 
ment that I converſe with you, ſteals in ſome new grace, 


heightens the picture, and gives it ſtronger expreſſion. 
What at fiſt ſeem'd ruſtic plainneſs, now appears refin'd 


ſimplicity. What ſeem'd forward aſſurance, now ſtrikes 


me as the reſult of courageous — and conſcious 


virtue. | 
Sir Char. What can it mean ! He amazes me! 
Hard. I told you how it would be. Huſh! 
Mar. I am now determined to ſtay, madam, and have 


too good an opinion of my father's diſcernment, when 


he ſees you, to doubt his approbaion. 
Miſs Hard. No, Mr. Marlow, I will not, cannot FREY 
you. Do you think I could ſuffer a connexion, in which 


there is the ſmalleſt room for repentance ? Do you think 
] would take the mean advantage of a tranſient paſſion, 
to load you with confuſion ? Do you think I could ever 
reliſh that happineſs, which was „ee by &flening 


yours? 
Mar. By all that's good, I can a have no hapalock but 


what's in your power to grant me. Nor ſhall Jever feel | 


repentance, but in not having ſeen your merits before. 


I will ſtay even contrary to your wiſhes z and tho y 
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ſhould perſiſt to ſhun me, I will make my reſpe&ful 
aſſiduities atone for the levity of my paſt conduct. 

Miſs Hard. Sir, I muſt entreat you'll defiſt, As our 
acquaintance began, ſo let it end, in indifference. I 
might have given an hour or two to levity; but ſeriouſly, 
Mr. Marlow, do-you think I could ever ſubmit to a con- 
nexion, where I muſt appear mercenary, and you im- 
prudent? Do you think I could ever catch at the confi- 

dent addreſſes of a ſecure admirer? 

Mar. (Kneeling) Does this look like ſecurity. Does 
this look like confidence, No, madam, every moment 
that ſhews me your merit, only ſerves to encreaſe ny 
diffidence and confuſion, Here let me continue 

Sir Char. I can hold it no longer. Charles, Charles, 
| how haſt thou deceived me! Is this your indifference, 
your unintereſting converſation ! 

Hard. Your cold contempt ; your formal interviews 
What have you to ſay now ? 

Mar, That I'm all amazement ! What can it mean |! 
Hard. It means that you can ſay and unſay things at 
pleaſure. That you can addreſs a lady in private, and 
deny it in public; that you have one ſtory for us, and 
another for my daughter, 

Mar. Daughter I—this lady your daughter! 

Hard. Ves, ſir, my only daughter. Mͤy Kate, whoſe 
elſe ſhould ſne be? - 

Mar. Oh, the devil! 

Miſs Hard. Yes, fir, that very identical tall ruiating 
lady you were pleaſed to take me for, (curteſying) ſhe 
that you addreſſed as the mild, modeſt, ſentimental] man 
of gravity, and the bold forward area Rattle of the 
ladies club ; ba, ha, ha, 
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Mar. Zounds, there's no bearing this ; it's worſe than 
death. | 
Miſs Hard. In which of your characters, fir, will you 
give us leave to addreſs you. As the faultering gentle- 
man, with looks on the ground, that ſpeaks juſt to be 
| heard, and hates hypocriſy ; or the loud confident crea- 
ture, that keeps it up with Mrs. Mantrap, and old Miſs 
Biddy Buckſkin, till three in the morning; ha, ha, ha. 
Mar. O, curſe on my noiſy head. I never attempted 
to be impudent yet, that I was not taken down, I 

muſt be gone, 
Hard. By the hand of my body, but you ſhall not. 
I ſee it was all a miſtake, and I am rejoiced to find it. 
You ſhall not, fir, I tell you. I know ſhe'l! forgive 
you, Won't you forgive him, Kate. 888 all forgive 
you. Take courage, man. 


[They retire, ” tor menting bin to the back A 


Enter MRS Hax CASTLE and Tok v. 


Mrs. Hard. 80, 60 meyr re gone off. Let them go, 


I care not. 


Hard. Who's gone f 


Mrs, Hard, My dutiful niece and her gentleman, 
Mr. Haftings, from town, He who came down with 
our modeſt viſitor here. 

Sir Cbar. Who, my honeſt George Haſtings! As 
worthy a fellow as lives, and the girl could not have 
made a more prudent choice. 


Hard. Then, by the hand of my nes Pm prove of 
the connexion. 
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| Mrs. Hard. Well, if he has taken away the lady, he 
has not taken her fortune, that remains in this family to 
conſole us for her loſs. 0 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you would not be ſo mercenary ? 
Mrs. Hard. Ay, that's my affair, not your's. But you 
| know if your ſon, when of age, refuſes to marry his 
coufin, her whole fortune is then at her own diſpoſal. 

Hard. Ay, but he's not of age, and ſhe has not 
thought proper te to wait for his refuſal. 


Enter 1 and Miss NEVILLE. 


Mrs. Hard. (A ſide, What, returned fo ſoon ! I begin- 
got to like it. 1 5 

Haſt. (To Hardcaftle) For my late attempt to fly off | 
with your niece, let my preſent confuſion be my puniſh- 
ment. We are now come back, to appeal from your 
Juſtice to your humanity. By her father's conſent, I 


firſt paid her my addreſſes, and c our paſſions were firſt 
founded in duty. 


' Miſs New. Since his death, I have been obliged to 
ſtoop to diſſimulation to avoid oppreſſion. In an hour 
of levity, 1 was ready even to give up my fortune to ſe- 
cure my choice, But I'm now recover'd from the de- 
luſion, and hope from your tenderneſs what is denied 
me from a nearer connexion. 

Mrs. Hard. Pſhaw, pſhaw, this 1 is all but the whin- 
ing end of a modern novel. 

Hard. Be it what it will, Pm glad they're come back 
to re-claim their due. Come hither, Tony boy. Do 
you refuſe this lady's hand whom I now offer you © 
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Tony. What ſignifies my refuſing. You know ! can't 
refuſe her till 'm of age, father. 
Hard. While I thought concealing your age, boy, 


was likely to conduce to your improvement, I concurred | 


with your mother's defire to keep it ſecret. But ſince | 
find ſhe turns ic to a wrong uſe, I muſt now declare, 
you have been of age theſe three months. 

Tony. Of age! Am l of age, father? 

Hard. Above three months. 


Tony. Then you'll ſee the firſt uſe VII make of my li- 


berty. [Taking Miſs Nevil's hand.) Witneſs all men by 


theſe preſents, that I, Anthony Lumpkin, eſquire, of 
BLANK place, refuſe you, Conſtantia Neville, ſpinſter, 


of no place at all, for my true and lawful wife. So 


Conſtance Neville may marry whom ſhe pleaſes, and 


Tony Lumpkin is his own man again. 

Sir Char, O brave *ſquire ! 

Haſt. My worthy friend! 

Mrs. Hard. My undutiful offspring! 

Mar. Joy, my dear George, I give you joy ſincerely. 
Aud could I prevail upon my little tyrant here to be leſs 
arbitrary, I ſhould be the happieſt man alive, if you 


would return me the favour. 


Hat. [To Miſs Hardenſtle] Come, madam, you are 
now driven to the very laſt ſcene of all your contri- 
vances. I know you like him, Pm fure he loves you, 


and you muſt and ſhall have him. | | 
Hard. ¶ Joining their hands] And ] ſay fo too. And, 


Mr. Marlow, if ſhe makes as good a wife as ſhe has 2 


daughter, I don't believe you'll ever repent your bargain. 


So now to ſupper. To-morrow we ſhall gainer all the 
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poor of the pariſh about us, and the miſtakes of the 
night ſhall be crowned with a merry morning; ſo, 
boy, take her; and as you have been miſtaken in the 
miſtreſs, my wiſh is, that you may never be miſtaken in 
the wife. rn 


7 0vUT 


By Dx. GOLDSMITH. 


WI LL, having ſtoop'd to conquer with ſucceſs, 
And gain'd a huſband without aid from drefs. 
Still as a bar maid, I could with it too, 

As I have conquer'd him to conquer you: 

And let me fay, for all your reſolution, 5 
That pretty bar-maids have done execution. 
Our life is all a play, compos'd to pleaſe, 

« We have our exits and our entrances.“ 

The firſt act ſhews the imple country maid, 
Harmleſs and young, of ev'ry thing afraid; 
Bluſhes when hir'd, and with unmeaning action, 
© I hopes as how to give you ſatisfaction.“ 

Her ſecond act diſplays a livelier ſcene,,—— 
Th' unbluſhing bar-maid of a country inn, 
Who whiſks about the houſe, at market caters, 


| Talks loud, coquets the gueſts, and ſcolds the waiters. 


Next the ſcene ſhifts to town, and there ſhe ſoars, 
The chop-houſe toaſt of ogling connoiſieurs. 
On *ſquires and cits ſhe there diſplays her arts, 
And on the gridiron broils her lover's hearts. 
And as ſhe ſmiles, her triumphs to compleat, 
Even common council men forget to eat, 


E IL OOO Rx. 


The fourth acts ſhews her wedded to the *ſquire, 
And madam now begins to hold it higher; 
Pretends to taſte, at Operas cries caro, 
And quits her Nancy Dawſon, for Che Faro. 
Doats upon dancing, and in all her pride, | 
 Swims round the room, the Heinel of Cheapfi, de 1 
| Ogles and leers with artificial ſkill, 
Till having loſt in age the power to E, 
She fits all night at cards, and ogles at ſpadille. 


Bauch, thro' our lives, the eventful hiftory—— 


The fifth and laſt act ſtill remains for me. 
The bar-maid now for your protection prays, 
Turns female Barriſter, and pleads for Bays, 
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WI! L L—now all's ended—and my commades gone, 


Pray what becomes of mother's nonly ſon? 
A hopeful blade I in town I'll fix my ſtation, — 
And try to make a bluſter in the nation. E 
As for my couſin Neville, I renounce her, 
Off—in a crack—P1l carry big Bett Bouncer. 
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Why ſhould not I in the great world appear : 
1 ſoon ſhall have a thouſand pounds a year; 
No matter what a man may here inherit, 
In London gad they've ſome regard to ſpirit. 
I ſee the horſes prancing up the ſtreets, | 
And big Bett Bouncer, bobs to all ſhe meets; | 1 
Then hoikes to jiggs and paſtimes ev'ry night | 
Not to the plays—they ſay i it a'n't polite 3 
To Sadler's-wells perhaps, or Operas go, 9 
And once by chance, to the roratorio. 1 f 
Thus here and there, for ever up and down, — 4 
We'll ſet the faſhions too, to half the town | | 


And then at auctions money ne'er regard, 
Buy pictures like the great, ten pounds a yard; 
Zounds, we ſhall make theſe London gentry ſay, | 
We know what s damn'd genteel as well as ey. | ; 


Re This came too late to be ſpoken, „ | : ö 
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